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INTRODUCTION. 




NE of the last of the ever-delightful essays 
published by Richard Jeffries was an exposi- 
tion of the variety of the colour yellow. Taking 
the flower of the common marigold, the skin of an 
orange, and a gold sovereign for starting points, and 
adding other illustrations as he proceeded, he showed 
that there was in that one colour a perfect arch of 
graded shades. If this be the case in the world of 
colour, and in a single colour of that world, how 
much more, if a Richard Jeffries were still here to 
do it, could variety be shown in the grading of 
poetry. Poetry depends for its very existence on 
elements which are subject to variety, and are them- 
selves various. It is the expression of the differing 
moods, temperaments, and training of the poets 
themselves. It is the record of the ten thousand 
differing events in the history of individual life, 
home, and country. It is the joy or sorrow, the love 
or blight, of the singer, or of the age or people of 
whom he sings. It induces impressions from exter- 
nal nature and from passing life. It is tragedy, it 
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is comedy; and in its form it is lyric, epic, and 
dramatic. All these things — and how many more 
— find a place in the great arch of Poetry. Shakes- 
peare's Dramas are there, and Milton's Epics, and 
Tennyson's Idylls, and Browning's "Men and Women." 
And, happily, not these only. The heavens are not 
lit by fixed stars alone. They are luminous with 
lights of every degree, the humblest of which reveals 
a life as real as the highest, and fulfils a task as 
sacred. 

I am sure there is a fair place for my friend, 
Mr. Stewart, in this over - arching dome of song. 
Somewhere there he has his legitimate sphere ; it is 
not for me to mark the spot. In the few para- 
graps I have undertaken to write as Introduction 
to this volume, I shall not assume the functions of 
a critic. Those functions lie in a reach that is far 
aside from any gift of mine. I can express little 
else except sympathy; and my justification for 
attempting even this much is limited to the fact 
that I have been a reader and lover of poetry from 
my youth, and that some of the most profitable hours 
of my life have been hours spent in its study. 

I have read and enjoyed the poems which follow 
and which are here offered to kindly hearts. They 
are the gathered songs of a lifetime and revelation 
of the life itself. Behind the songs a sympathetic 
eye will easily discern the singer, and an easy guess 
can be made at the environments in which the songs 
arose. 
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It is always a help to the right enjoyment of a 
collection like this to indicate, when it is possible to 
do so, the underlying elements which give character 
and distinction to the poems. I shall be glad if I 
can render this service, or even indicate how one 
properly qualified might render it, for the poems of 
this modest volume. 

If not the highest, it is certainly one of the most 
affecting elements in poetry to have a vivid remem- 
brance of former days. The pathetic back-look to 
the years we attended school, and to the companions 
to whom in those years we vowed an eternal friend- 
ship ; the tender reminiscence of spiritual awakenings 
and turning-points in early life ; the sacred moments 
when two streams of love touched each other and 
gave promise of becoming one — these have been 
materials of poetry since the first poet sang. I think 
our friend Mr. Stewart is peculiarly rich in this ele- 
ment. The pathos of the past is one of his strongest 
feelings. He has happy memories which he will not 
let die. Dear to him are the early comrades, the 
innocent joys, the mental visions of the days that 
can never return. And perhaps he was himself con- 
scious of that emotion when he gathered into one 
section the " Bygone Memories " placed in the fore- 
front of the book. 

Somebody has said that pathos and humour divide 
together. The pathetic back-look fastens itself on 
the shadowed vision of life ; the humorous eye turns 
to the other half. To be able to laugh at the foibles 
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of our nature> and at the incongruities, so long as 
the laughter is good-natured, is medicinal. It is a 
wholesome gift in a poet. The readers of these para- 
graphs may remember what Carlyle says of laughter, 
speaking of Shakespeare's, — it is genial; it is not 
laughter at mere weakness, at misery, or poverty. 
" No man who cxin laugh — what we call laughing — 
will laugh at these things. It is some poor character 
only desiring to laugh and have the credit of wit, 
that does so. Laughter means sympathy." There is 
laughter in this volume, and it is the laughter of 
sympathy. It is good-natured, genial, human. When 
the readers of this volume come to the sketches of 
"Geordie Mitchell" and "Benjie Curbie," they will 
endorse this view. Geordie and Benjie are real 
beings. They deserve a place among the "Auld 
Licht Idylls" of Gavin Ogilvie's "Village of Thrums." 
Their manners, their speech, their clothes, the very 
movements of their hands, are humorously pour- 
trayed, and in a spirit as kindly as it is vivid and 
pictorial. This is a great gift in a poet. And per- 
haps, if it had been cultivated with the fervour that 
the gift to which we owe "Bygone Memories" has 
been, it would have been as rich in results. 

As a rule, poets are generous. Their songs have 
been praise of heroes and heroic deeds. The merit 
of modem poetry is that it has sought for its heroes 
in humble life. This generosity, this sympathy with 
excellence and well-doing, has several admirable illus- 
trations in the pages that follow. "Old Uncle Jake, 
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the negro, " The Tomb of Walter Scott," and " The 
Memorial Cross on the Grave of Norman MacLeod," 
may be named as fair examples. 

Mr. Stewart's inner life has evidently been what 
the religious orders of Scotland used to call a very 
" experimental " one ; and many of his poems testify 
to this fact. But whether as revelations of his per- 
sonal experience or otherwise, the great moments in 
Christian life, the consolation of the Gospel, the 
promises, hopes, and joys offered him in the Word, 
have here some more or less full recognition and 
illustration, and reveal an earnest and pious heart. 

In this generation, it is almost inevitable that the 
mystery of life should in some way descend into our 
poetry and trouble its waters. Mr. Stewart has not 
escaped this trouble. The things which were a mys- 
tery to Hebrew psalmist and prophet have been a 
mystery to him. The limitations of life, the pros- 
perity of evil-doers, the cutting-off of righteous men 
and women in the midtime of their days, the awful 
shadow of death, the silence of God, — ^these things 
have lain like a shadow on our poet's heart, and 
have no doubt led to the production of the longest 
poem in his volume. One thing is clear — ^when the 
poet has found a happy way out from the mystery : 
the old and tried way of faith in the fatherhood 
and providence of God and the revelation in Christ. 
By this way he has emerged, and seeks to bring 
his reason into the bright shining of the light of 
GoA 
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I most cordially wish for the reader of this volume 
the same pleasure I have had myself in reading it; 
and for the volume itself I wish a wide circulation 
and kindly reception. 

A. MACLEOD. 



Birkenheadj 1888. 
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IN MEMORIAM— TO MY MOTHER. 

Down in the cold damp grave my mother sleepeth, 
Above her head the grass waves long and green, 

0*er the loved spot no drooping willow weepeth, 
Nor monumental stone may there be seen. 

Yet doth affection ofttimes wander thither, 
To moisten the green turf with sorrow's tear, 

And, till like thine my form shall fade and wither, 
Mother ! thy sainted memory will be dear. 

Thy smile was brightest in the time of gladness, 
Beauty and pleasure to thy youth were given. 

While in the twilight hour of grief or sadness, 
AH — all was mellowed by a light from Heaven. 

And though the last, the sad farewell be spoken. 
And thou hast hied thee to another sphere. 

The cord of love which bound us is not broken, 
Though absent from us, thou art ever dear. 

I would not mourn thy flight from earth's dark valley 
The night is ours, heaven's golden noon is thine. 

Thy form is where immortal seraphs rally 
Like stars around the eternal throne divine. 



Stewards Poems. 



They never die who thus in Jesus slumber, 
'Tis but the dust that moulders in the grave, 

Oh ! May I follow on to join the number, 
With thee, my mother, over Jordan's wave. 

Green be the turf thy humble grave adorning, 
Kest ! rest frail form ! the grave is but thy bed, 

The night of death shall pass, soon the glad morning 
Shall dawn triumphant o'er the awakened dead. 



SCENES OF YOUTH. 

Awake, mine ancient rustic lyre ! 

Awake my slumbering soul, and soar ! 
I fain would feel the feverish fire 

I felt in fleeting days of yore, 

When standing on life's radiant shore 
I wondering watched the wavelets play, 

Till bitter breezes broke, and bore 
Oold clouds across the noon of day. 

Alas, my long neglected harp. 
Thy rusty wires are all unstrung ! 

The dreams that fancy used to warp. 
The lays of love that once I sung, 
Are vanished from my heart and tongue, 

Gone with the blossoms and the flowers 
That through the wavy woodlands flung 

Their fragrance, in those moonlit hours. 

Oh, goblin-haunted moonlit hours ! 

Oh, tranquil, starry summer eves ! 
Oh, scented, snowy hawthorn bowers, 

Where danced the quivering dewy leaves !• 
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Fair scenes, to which my fancy cleaves 
Where'er my home, whatever my lot, 

Still rapt imagination weaves 
Enchantment's spell around each spot. 

'Mong green old Loudon's plaintain shades 
Methlnks I hear the mavis' song, 

Or where 'mong Cessnock's wizard glades 
Bumawn in beauty winds along. 
The pictured halls of memory, throng 

With cherished scenes of brighter days, 
Until in dreams I linger 'mong 

The blossoms on the village braes. 

There's music in the rippling flow 

Of dear old Irvine's tranquil stream, — 

The woods that wave, the flowers, that blow 
Along her winding margin, seem 
More fair beneath the summer beam 

Than castled heights by storied Rhine, — 
Oh ! for the glory, and the gleam, 

The light and love of auld lang syne ! 



IRVINE VALE. 

WriU^h on the shore nea/r HarUchj N. WdUSf on a toUd 

wini/ry day., 

There is nothing remarkably beautiful about the Irvine water. It is a 
pleasant pastoral stream, but many of my earliest memories are associated with 
it. It rises among the uplands near Londoun Hill, and flows down the broad 
open valley till it enters the sea at Irvine. 

While gazing on these mountains hoar, 

All clad in winter's snowy shroud. 
Or listening to the sullen roar 

Of winds, that murmur fierce and loud. 
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Or down by yon deserted strand, 

Where wildly roams the sleety gale, — 

I muse upon ahother land, 

Where flows a stream through Irvine Yale. 

Sweet streamlet ! linked with earlier days, 

I see thee now, though distant far. 
Thy pleasant winding path I trace 

From Loudoun Hill to Irvine Bar ; 
Peaceful and calm thy waters glide 

Through woods and straths, by hill and dale, 
By village homes and halls of pride. 

Which mark thy course through Irvine Yale. 

On Nature's myriad forms I've gazed. 

Adorned by every season's hue. 
Till oft I've felt my spirit raised 

Above the earth and ocean blue ; 
Yet even where grandest scenes arose, 

On Fancy's wings away I'd sail, 
To where yon stream in beauty flows 

By " Home sweet Home " in Irvine Yale. 

An exile here I seem to roam, 

A foreign tongue salutes my ear ; 
I long to hear the songs of home, 

And mingle with my comrades dear : 
But whei^ are they ? upon each brow 

The signs of life's hard strife prevail, 
I pray that Heaven may bless them now, 

Beside yon stream in Irvine Yale. 

My love to those selected few. 

Whose souls confessed a kindred flame 

To Poesy and friendship true, 
In shade and sunshine still the same. 
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Sweet Poesy I Heaven-kindled fire ! 

Thy holy mystic light I hail ; 
There first I tuned the rustic lyre, 

Beside yon stream in Irvine Yale. 

I know the time may come e'er long, 

When I must leave this earthly scene ; 
Forgotten then shall be my song, 

As if that song had never been. 
Tet still (yM. loish I cherish dear — 

When life has told its fleeting tale. 
That friends would gather round my bier 

And lay me in sweet Irvine Vale. 



MORNING MEMORIES. 

Written in Sligo, West of Ireland, in 1868 or 1869, in reply to a friend asking 
in a letter if I ettil remembered the scenes surrounding my native place. I can 
scarcely read this piece yet without tears. The scenes of early life are seldom 
forgotten. 

" You may break, you may shatter the vase as you will. 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still." — Moore. 

Yon ask if I remember those blissful early days, 
Those hours of sinless happiness — those rambles 'mong the braes 
Around our native village ? those tranquil gloamin' hours, 
When evening wept her starry dew upon the closing flowers ? 

You ask if I remember our tender breathing lute. 
The strains we used to play upon the violin and flute ; 
Our dreams of vague ambition — the tales we used to tell. 
E'er fancy's light was dimmed with years and manhood broke 
the spell ? 

You ask if I remember the heights of Gallilaw, 

Each plantain with its berries wild, each tumbling waterfa' ; 
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The winding paths we used to trace beside the shining rills, 
Which poured their plaintive lullabies among the heather hills. 

You ask if I remember with what delight we toiled 

Up Oraig-an-Connor's cavem'd steeps where rolled the Cessnock 

wild — 
Before us Bruce and Wallace rose, with many a warrior band. 
And martyred saints who shed their blood for faith and fatherland! 

You ask if I remember the bilberries and slaes 
We gathered up at Loudon, 'mong its ** bonny woods and braes,'' 
No inward cankering, anxious cares, the golden hours to mar. 
Till wakened by the village bell, slow tinkling from afar. 

You ask — oh, task superfluous ! sure, it were worse than vain 
To raise the buried hopes of youth, they may not live again ! 
Save in those evanescent gleams which lighten memory's cell. 
And then we feel those burning thoughts which words are vain 
to tell. 

Oh home ! oh scenes so cherished ! how can I e'er forget ? 
As twines the ivy round the tower, my heart is with you yet, 
I hear the songs of other years, though mournfully they dart 
Through the sadly broken arches in the temple of my heart. 

Yet, comrades, since the past is gone and may not come again, 
Let us remember what we are, and act as living men ; 
Along the cooler shades of life though fewer flowers now blow. 
Yet there the healthy fruits of faith and patient virtue grow. 

Sweet memories of the village stream, the vale, the wood, the 

hiU, 
The hearts now cold, the scenes now changed, these, these will 

haunt us still ; 
The Sabbath with its sacred rites, all unadorned by art, 
The prayer and praise ascending from the altar of the heart. 
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The yearnings of awakened love, the silent smile she wore, 
When first we gazed on beauty, with a thrill unfelt before ; 
The voice which charmed the listening ear, like mellow songs of 

spring. 
When winter dies, and summer sighs to spread her rosy wing. 

The memory of a father's words, a mother's anxious care, 
E'er winged her ransomed spirit to a more congenial air ; 
A sister's still unswerving love, full many a comrade's smile, 
Remember — ay ! and feel their hallowed influence the while. 

Oh ! Shepherd of a scattered flock ! through every varying scene 
Be Thou my guide to purer rills, and fadeless pastures green ; 
Help me to breathe an atmosphere of heavenly hope and truth. 
And thus prepare to bloom again in everlasting youth. 



THE HILLS OF KYLE. 

Ayrshire is divided into three districts — Cunningham in the north, Kyle in 
the centre, and Carrick in the south. Kyle is the} province lying between the 
rivers Irvine and Doon. From its association with the life of Burns, it has now 
become classic ground. Many a pleasant ramble have I had over it, and to this 
day I look upon it as my home. 

I'VE roamed o'er sunny England, 

With its peaceful corn-clad vales. 
And o'er the hills and down the glens 

Of rough, romantic Wales ; 
While pleasant hours of peace I've spent 

On wave- washed Erin's Isle ; 
But my heart, my heart still travels back 

To the green old hills of Kyle. 

Fair are the plains of England, 

Wild are the Cambrian hills, 
Green are old Erin's storied plains. 

Silver its lakes and rills ; 
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But they want the charm that hovers round 

Each rock and dark defile, 
Where wild woods wave, and waters rave, 

Among the hills of Kyle. 

I see, by the eye of memory. 

Full many a fairy scene, 
By river side and rolling tide 

In lands where I have been ; 
Fair scenes, where tender love might bask 

In beauty's starry smile. 
But the love of the heart still gathers round 

The dear old hearts of Kyle. 

They speak to me of childhood. 

Of manhood's opening dawn, 
Of silver noons and golden eves. 

By Irvine and Bumawn ; 
Though sorrow's cloud might come at times 

To darken pleasure's smile, 
I can only see the sunlight now 

On the bonnie hills of Kyle. 

Though changed is many a fireside. 

Friends few and far between, 
Some scattered wide o'er other lands. 

Some in the churchyard green ; 
Our hearts but cling the closer 

To the dear old native soil. 
Where first we loved, and wept, and prayed, 

'Mong the homely scenes of Kyle. 

When the bird sings in the woodland. 

When I listen to the bee. 
When I smell the breath of eglantine 

Or the snowy hawthorn tree ; 
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Swift backward rolls the stream of life, 

Through years of care and toil, 
And I hear the songs, I smell the flowers, 

'Mong the woody hills of Kyle. 

I had boyish dreams of fame once 

When I tried the minstrel's art, 
And I often sung with a fluent tongue 

What I felt not with my heart ; 
These dreams are past, warm youth has fled, 

Yet I love to sing meanwhile 
Of the pleasant woods, and vales, and streams. 

At home 'mong the hills of Kyle. 



BY THE SEA. DUNOON, 1877. 

When the woods have on their " summer claes/' it would be hard to find a 
nicer walk than from Dnnoon to Inellan. On several occasions I spent a week at 
Bnnoon, and always enjoyed that particular road, there is a sweet blending of 
wood, and hill, and water. 

I AM sitting once again 

On a rock beside the sea, 
I am wandering by the main 

Like a spirit wild and free. 
While the sunlit waves are glistening, 
As I sit in silence listening. 

To their low, sweet lullaby. 

'Tis a path IVe often trod, 

From Inellan to Dunoon, 
When the peaceful light of God 

Fell soft in the Summer noon ; 
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Or at eve, so quiet and mellow, 
When the shimmering waves shone yellow 
Beneath the queenly moon. 

Oh ! the pleasant sound of waves, 
As they kiss the boulders hoar, 

As they linger 'mong the caves 
And their ceaseless numbers pour 

When the weary wind is sleeping, 

And their fairy feet come creeping 
Up the sands, along the shore. 

'Tis a sound I've often heard, 
Like a sweet voice in a dream. 

Till my inmost soul was stirred, 
And those burning thoughts would teem, 

As in sleepless mood I pondered, 

Or 'neath memory's starlight wandered 
By a lake, or mountain stream. 

By a lake whose waters glowed 

In the shade of hill or tree. 
By a stream that ceaseless flowed 

In a torrent of wild glee ; 
While for ever, with a quiver 
Of excitement, sung that river : 

'* I am going to the sea.'' 

Who does not love to watch 

The lightly laughing spray. 
Or see the sunbeam catch 

Some billow far away ; 
When the heavens in the west are blushing, 
And the breath of eve is hushing 

The dolphins, as they play ? 
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Thus I linger once again 

Where the whispering waters glide, 
And I gaze across the main 

To the far-off other side ; 
While the silver waves are glistening 
At my feet, as I sit listening 

To the singing of the tide. 



KILKREGGAN, 1876. 

My friend, Mr. Reid, having taken a "cottage by the sea" at Kilkreggan, 
invited me to come and spend a couple of weeks with him. I did so, and coming 
direct from the burning streets of Manchester, and city mission work there, the 
change was marked. The green earth never looked so beautiful. It is a happy 
memory of the past. 



It was up in a beautiful cottage. 

On green Kilkreggan braes. 
In the summer of eighteen seventy-six 

I spent my holidays. 
Days showery and bright alternate, 

Days ending, alas ! too soon, 
'Mong the bonny Roseneath plantain shades 

Arrayed in the flowers of June. 

Pent up in the murky city 

Whore sin with sorrow meets. 
One learns to love the green old lanes 

Away from the burning streets. 
Thus the glorious summer found me 

With friends of earlier days, 
'Mong the hills, and lakes, and woods, and streams. 

Around Kilkreggan braes. 
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Oh, green were the groves and meadows, 

Oh, starry and bright the flowers, 
The bahny breath of the blossoming buds 

Perfumed the fleeting hours. 
We skimmed the waves in the noontide, 

Or far up wild Loch Long, 
Sat down to talk of the days of eld 

Embalmed in Scottish song. 

And up in that hillside cottage, 

'Mong the broomy knowes enshrined, 
With the silent silver sea in front 

And the heather hills behind. 
We sat in the deepening twilight. 

When the gold was leaving the sky, 
And watched the ships, from the window. 

Go quietly sailing by. 

Till a vision came o'er our spirit 

Of the years that had passed away. 
Gliding along the stream of time 

To the shores of eternity. 
Like the vessels leaving the harbour 

And saUing along the Clyde, 
Till, far from the narrow river shores 

They are out on the ocean wide. 

Oh, steamers with gilded bulwarks, 

Oh, ships with the snowy sail, 
And bounding hearts, and penons' bright, 

Speed on before the gale ! 
We wish you a pleasant voyage. 

May ye reach the further shore. 
Nor go down in the night of darkness 

To be heard of never more. 
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Thus year by year there are memories 

To link us with the past, 
Thus summer by summer is passing, 

We are coming to our last. 
May our last on earth be the prelude 

By a loving Father given, 
To light us over the border land 

To the summer of bliss in heaven. 



AT THE TOMB OF SIR WALTER SCOTT, 
DByBiTBOH Abbey, 1865. 

Along with a friend, I walked out from Kelao to visit the tomb of Sir Walter 
Scott, and we spent a very pleasant day in that neighbourhood. This piece waa 
printed at the time in the Kilmarnock Weekly Pott. 

Hebe let us pause, for this is holy ground, 
And mystic visions seem to float around ; 
My thoughts are stirred within me, while I dream 
Of other days, by Tweeda's wandering stream — 
When stem oppression raised the Border feud, 
And the green grass was crimsoned oft with blood ; 
When oft was heard the stricken mourner's wail 
In Ettrick's shaw, or winding Teviotdale. 

These days are past, and the Sun*s genial ray 
Now lights a land where Peace holds bloodless sway ; 
There's beauty all around, here earth displays 
Her greenest garb, to clothe the pastoral braes ; 
The river sings of peace, the hills are green. 
The birds melodious in the forest sheen, 
The hum of happy children greets the ear. 
Nor sadder sight, nor ruder sound is near. 

But 'tis not these that most enchain the heart, 
Nor the rich grace of old masonic art ; 
'Tis not the corniced shaft, the ivied wall, 
The Gothic arch, the ruined belfry tall. 
The shady aisles, the cloister still and dim, 
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Where abbots chimed the sanctimonious hymn, 
Or made the voice of prayer aloft to sw^ell 
When chimed the matin or the vesper bell, — 

But 'tis not these, tho' they have lovely been, 
And look more lovely in their ruins seen. 
What time the Moon her starry train doth lead 
To mark her shadow in the murmuring Tweed. 
But there's a spot, unmarked by pomp or pride. 
Where Love and Genius slumber side by side. 
The holiest in that venerable pile. 
Meet resting place, O lone Saint Mary's Aisle ! 

There lies the wizard chief, ** The great Unknown," 
Whose harp had music in its every tone. 
Whose memory filled with legendary lore. 
Culled from their hazy depths the scenes of yore 
To live for ever ! But the spoiler came 
And quenched in Death's cold flood the minstrel's flame, 
And now the marble slab is o'er thy breast — 
Scotland's beloved son ! Sweet be thy rest 
Beside thy native stream, where thou did'st rove, 
When fragrant birch and fairy-haunted grove 
Showed dim and weird-like in the evening hour, 
And the owl hooted from the Abbey tower ; 
Or homo returning, far above the haze, 
Tou marked the moonlight over Ettrick braes. 

wondrous wizard Scott ! thine was the power 
To conjure visions in that dreamy hour. 
Whore the romantic bum in sadness flows. 
Or sighing breezes sweep through old Melrose, 
Or fairies spring from under moss or fen. 
To meet their queen within the *' Rhymer's glen." 

Farewell Sweet Dryburgh, solitary pile ! 
Farewell Saint Mary's lovely, lonely aisle. 
'Twere vain to praise. Let stillness guard the spot 
Whore sorrow marks thy tomb. Sir Walter Scott ! 
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« 

THOUGHTS OF HOME. 1866. 

Written in the Vale of Festiniog, North Wales, 

Festiniog is a rough rocky valley, remarkable in more ways than one. I stayed 
for a length of time there, and the whole country is photographed on my memory. 

O^ER wild Festiniog's rocky vale 
The unclouded moon doth calmly sail, 
The fragrant dew lies moist and damp, 
The glow-worm trims his flickering lamp ; 
WhUe wandering on in musing mood, 
Along this pathway through the wood. 
Bright glows Imagination's beam : 
I fain would sing ; but what the theme ? 
Stay wandering Fancy ! wherefore roam ! 
To-night my song shall be of home. 

My dream of boyhood may be passed, 

Life's spring- flowers may have faded ; 
But yet their morning scent will last, 
And o'er my heart sweet fragrance cast, 

When it with grief is shaded. 
And here within this land of dreams, 
Of misty vales, and wandering streams, 
Of pathless wilds and lonely glens. 
And far-off quiet woodland dens. 
My eye returns to Irvine's side, 
Or where Bumawn's clear waters glide. 
Still do I mark each curious turn 
Along Polbaith's romantic bum ; 
I see the primrose in the shade. 
Where oft by Cessnock I have strayed : 
The laverock's song is in my ear. 
As if green Loudoun's woods were near ; 
While many another darling spot 
Breathes eloquent, '^ Forget me not." 



i 
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Forget thee ! Home of earlier days ! 

Though sadness sometimes spreads her haze 

To hide the sun that shone on thee, 

As gloamin* shades the summer lea — 

Tet thou wert fair. Forget thee 1 No ! 

By all thy native streams that flow, 

By all thy lovely woods that wave, 

Or by a sainted mother^s grave ; 

By all the cherished words of truth 

A father taught me in my youth. 

By half -forgotten tones which start 

Like silver music in the heart — 

The absent voices of the dead, 

Of early loves and schoolmates, fled 

To sojourn on a foreign shore. 

Or where Time's billows never roar ; 

By musings 'neath the starlit ray 

That, glimmering, watched the dying day ; 

By rambles 'neath the wintry moon, 

Or in the autumn afternoon : 

These memories, and more the while, 

A sister's love, a comrade's smile. 

Still bind me to the shores of Kyle. 

Nor thee alone, tho' chiefly thee, 

Birthplace of song and beauty ; 
Where oft, when swelled Oppression's sea, 

Stem Valour did her duty. 
I love each beauteous form of earth, 
The mountain's shade, the streamlet's mirth. 
The flowers that in the woods have birth, 

The braes beside the river ; 
The soul-subduing Sabbath calm. 
With Nature's solemn gloamin' psalm, 

All beautiful for ever ! 
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MY ATN AULD TOUK 

About my "Atn Anld Tonn," Galston, I need not say a word. I suppose, to a 
stranger, there is nothing remarkable about it. Amid all the changes of life, how> 
oyer, it still holds its place in my affections— 

"The heart untravelled fondly turns to home." 

Oh, leeze-me on my ain auld toun, tho' mony touns I've seen, 
My heart aye somehoo warms till't, wharever I hae been ; 

It's no* that oucht by-or'nar' great, or winnerfu' is there, 

'Cause gran'er streets, an' cozier neuks I've often seen, I'm suir. 

Nae dout we hae oor neighbourin' heichts, wi' valleys lown atween^ 
Oor windin' walks by verdant howms, or plantains dark and 
green ; 

Oor glens, whare aft at gloamin' fa' the blackbird whistles free, 
By bonny wimplin' waters, warblin' onward to the sea. 

Yet mony a place is fairer, an' hills are greener far. 
While streams still bonnier skinkle aneath the evenin' star, 

Wi' sweet flow'rs springin' blythely i' the wuds a' simmer roun'. 
Yet still — ah yes ! commend me to my ain auld-f ashioned toun t 

Some nameless spell's aboot it, it's the place whare I was bom, 
Whare in a plain auld biggin first I saw the licht o' mom, 

Whare first at oor yard-fit I heard the soothin' sough o' streams, 
An' felt the gowden glaumour o' childhood's early dreams. 

It's the place whare I got twa-three gae sair thrashins at the schulo, 
While the maister ca'd me naething but an' idiot an' a fule ; 

But the pain was sune forgotten than, in thouchts o' fun an' play, 
Till the gloamin' closed the shutters o' the lang bricht simmer 
day. 

Oh, gowden were the 'oors whan we guddled i' the bum. 

It's siller wavelets sparklin' roun' mony a bonny turn ; 

An' gowden were the nichts whan we gether'd roun' the fire, 

To hear auld warl' romances that never made ye tire. 

B 
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Oh, weel we kent the sly neuks, whare bramble berries grew, 
Wi' hips, an' haws, an* hazel nits, an* slaes o' darker hue ; 

Whiles dimbin' trees, whiles speelin' braes, forgetfu' o' the toil, 
Betomin* hame as blythe as bees, wi* walth o' honied spoil. 

But mony are the changes auld Time has wroucht sin' than, 
The thouchtless barefit callan is noo a sober man ; 

The comrades o* my schule life are scattered far an' wide, 

While Death has ta'en the maist o' them ower to the ither side, 

Tet still 'mid a' Life's changes my thouchts aye turn to thee, 
As Irvine frae its cradle bed rins ever to the sea ; 

So, blessings on my ain auld toun, tho' fairer far I've seen. 
My heart aye somehoo warms till't wharever I hae been. 



ST. MARY'S LOCH, YARROW, 1864. 

This is a very pleasant memory of youthful days. I have often puiposed to 
levlsit the whole district, but have somehow not had the opportunity. 

All day I've heard the sound of streams. 
Soft mingling with my fancy's dreams ; 
All day I've roamed by hill and brake. 
From Selkirk to Saint Mary's lake, — 
And now upon this heathy steep 
I linger charmed, yet almost weep. 
For wizard memory ponders o'er 
Strange scenes by lone St. Mary's shore. 

How is it. Yarrow, that thy name 
Kindles within my soul the flame 
Of pensive love, and mute desire 
To thrill with song the Poet's lyre ? 
Thy scenes are classic, sylvan vale, 
For bardic strain and witching tale 
Have flung their spell thy windings o'er, 
From Tweed to far Saint Mary's shore. 
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I see thee Tarrow, while I sing, 
Fair winding like a silver string ; 
I see the hills by sunbeams kissed, 
Or softly crowned wi* snawy mist ; 
I hear the soothing sang that comes, 
Where roun* the flow*r the wild-bee hums, 
While like a moumfu' lilt of yore, 
The wavelets break on Mary's shore. 

I lie among the purple heath. 
How fair its bloom ! how sweet its breath ! 
Oh ! lovelier here to lay my head, 
Than sleep on Luxury's soft bed ; 
For calm aB Youth's unruffled dream, 
Are vale and hill and mountain stream, 
Oh ! sweet employment, here to pour 
The tide of song by Mary's shore. 

I close my eyes, and now return 
The haunts beside my village bum ; 
Sure, pleasure is akin to pain. 
When boyish days come back again. 
Thus He, the shepherd bard, whose lays 
Have spread enchantment round these braes, 
Still harped about the days of yore, 
When first he sung by Mary's shore. 

But while my numbers careless flow, 
The west is reddening, I must go^ 
Must leave this quaint secluded strand. 
This song-encircled border land — 
Adieu to Yarrow's pastoral vale. 
To Ettrick banks and Teviotdale, 
To thrifty farm and ruin hoar. 
By lone St. Mary's peaceful shore. 
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VALE OF GLENCOE, 1880. 

Aooompaiiied by a good friend I had the pleasure of viaitiiig some of the finest 
and wfldest districts in the North Highlands. We e]q>lored Glencoe, and slept a 
night in the Olencoe Hotel at the ragged base of Scaur-na-HngaL Weather 
magnificent 1 very hot, but saw plenty of snow. 

Oins summer eve I*lingered in the shade 

Of thy wild crags, Glencoe ! Down at the base 

Of rugged Scaur-na-Fingal, tempest-tossed, 

And lightning-scathed, and thunder-riven, I slept. 

And waking thro* the night heard the loud rush 

Of 0ona*8 brawling stream. My thoughts reverted 

To that dark night of treacherous massacre, 

When Heaven's pure snow was crimsoned with the blood 

Of valiant men. Sons of the weeping vale ! 

Ill strike my lyre, and sing your requiem. 

'Twas night, and the eagle lay peaceful and still, 
like a slumbering chief in his cleft on the hill. 
The swift bounding wild deer had hied to his den. 
As the dark shades of evening fell thick on the glen. 

The warrior, now weary, had sunk to his rest. 
To dream of new perils on battle's red breast ; 
The eyes of the babe had forgotten to weep, 
For mother and child were all silent in sleep. 

'Twas that hour when the spirit of midnight doth scream, 
Where the rank weeds bloom wildly by Cona's dark stream. 
When forms that reflect not a shade on the snow 
Olide swiftly, yet still, thro' the Yale of Glencoe. 

Glencoe, thou art silent ! Ah, tremble, ye brave, 
For the first beams of morning shall lighten your grave ; 
The treacherous Campbell but pants for the blow 
Which shall ruin the grandeur of mighty Glencoe. 
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Hark ! hark ! 'tis the signal ! What cries of dispair 
Now ring thro' her caverns, and startle the air ; 
O'er the roar of the tempest it echoes afar, 
Oh say ! Can it be ? — 'Tis the thunder of war ! 

Macdonald f Macdonald ! haste, haste from your rest, 
Ere the sword of the traitor is sheathed in your breast ; 
Thy claymore was lately the terror of foes, 
Thine arm was the tempest, and death were thy blows. 

Now hark to the struggle ! fight bravely ye few, 
Olencoe may yet triumph, her sons are all true ; 
They rally, they shout, as they startle the foe — 
'Twas the last gleam of hope that e'er lightened Glencoe. 

Oh ! bleak dawned the morning on dying and dead, 
And desolate homesteads. For those even who fled 
Escaped from the dirk but to die in the snow, 
YThich like a pale winding sheet circled Glencoe. 

The maiden and infant are lifeless and cold. 
The warrior and matron lie dead on the wold. 
The warm-hearted youth and the grey-bearded sire, 
All perished that night by the sword and the fire. 

Oh weep for Glencoe ! It is lonesome and still, 
Thehunter no more shall be heard on the hill. 
While few are the wild-flowers that bloom on the heath. 
All is gloomy and cold as the region of death. 

The pUgrim may wander where Ossian sung, 
And dream of the days when his harp was unstrung, 
But the music of Cona is blended with woe. 
And Nature now weeps in the Yale of Glencoe. 
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SHORES OF LOOH AWE. 

Fonr of tu together I A quiet day on the shores of Loch Awe. Had spent a 
wonderful happy day round Mull, faiclnding Staffa and lona, the day previons. 
The woods by the Loch, fragrant with honeysnckle. A snnny memory ! 

Oh, '* Its over tho hills and far awaV' 
By wild Loch Etive, and grand Loch Awe, 
Sweeping around Bencruachan's base, 
Wandering free in a wildering maze 
Of wood and water, of mount and stream. 
Till the whole seems changed to a fairy dream. 
How sweet to lounge on the thymy brae 
'Neath the clear blue sky of a summer day ; 
How sweet to wander thro* heathy glen 
Away from the common haunts of men ; 
How sweet the visions of bliss that rise 
'Neath the golden glory of crimson skies, 
Li the fragrant eve, by the calm sea-shore, 
Where the salt waves break on the boulders hoar. 
Such were our thoughts in the twilight hour 
As we strayed last night by Dunolly's tower. 
When the clouds that purpled the western sky 
Seemed the gates to the Glory Land on high. 

Yesterday looks like a long day-dream 
Of cloudless boyhood. Its memories teem 
With hallowed visions of rock and cave. 
As we steamed along o'er the shining wave. 
Skirting the rugged shores of Mull, 
Listening the scream of the lone sea-gull. 
Wandering o'er famed lona's isle, 
Gazing entranced on each sacred pile. 
Dreaming on Staffa's pillared coast 
With its caverns weird, till the mind is lost 
In wondering rapture, and, truth to tell, 
We entered the boat with a sad farewell. 
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The scene is changed. Now the vision falls 

On ruined Eolchum's majestic wallfl. 

What a change since the fendal times of old, 

When bands of kilted warriors bold 

Mustered in haste by loch and lea, 

To the screaming strain of the pibroch free, 

While the clash of arms resounded far 

And Glenorchy echoed the sound of war. 

Now all is silent by quiet Loch Awe, 

Save the winds that wail thro' the leafy shaw, 

Or the breeze that plays with the nodding flowers 

Blooming on Kilchum's ruined towers. 



But see, the boat o'er the water glides, 
Oh for a sail ! — but those horrid ** guides 
Are for ever pestering a man for ** tin," 
While every hotel just takes you in. 
So we'll do an alfresco lunch, and then 
Get home to Oban by evening train. 



» 



SHORES OF LOCHLOMOND, 1861. 

My first peep at Loch Lomond was on a summer Sabbath afternoon, from a 
height near Balloch. Since that time I have become more familiar with it. 

I STAND where dark Benlomond rears its head, 
Casting its shadow o'er the sheltered lake, 
Whose silver waters murmuring cadence make 

Bound Isles luxuriant, to beauty wed. 

It seems a holy place, where Love might warp 
Her magic spells, in evening's golden glow, 
Where the rich tide of varied song might flow 

From Bardic lips, to music of the harp. 
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Here, lingering 'neath the mountain's hoary crest, 
I gaze enraptured on the heavenly scene, 
On sloping height, on wave and woodland green, 

Bathed in a sunset glory from the west. 

No sound discordant breaks the silence still. 
Nature enjoys a peaceful Sabbath calm. 
Save where the drone-bee hums a drowsy psalm 

Among the wild-flowers on the heathy hill. 

Oh for a Summer home ! a quiet retreat, 
Lochlomond, on thy shores ! where vain regret 
And all life's cankering cares I would forget 

In tranquil musings by thy waters sweet. 



BY GREENFIELD— GALSTON MOOR, 1862. 

One of my earliest memories—" Up tae the moors " was omr favourite Saturday 
afternoon ramble. Along with others I have run over the whole place, even 
going as far as "Black-side-end " hills and Auchmunnoch braes. I seldom tread 
the heather now without thinking of Galston Moor, and these pleasant rambles 
with friends. Where are they ? 

Wb sat where the dew doth nightly weep. 

On the moorland's mossy breast ; 
Where the lapwing chants its lone " peeweep," 

And the curlew wreaths its nest. 

Where the dark green heather waves forlorn, 
Where the wild thyme scents the braes 

Which echo the plover's eerie horn, 
Or the shepherd's peaceful lays. 

And the myriad bells on Logan ^um 

Danced bright in the cloudless ray, 
Round many a wild romantic turn 

They rippled and rolled away. 
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The steep brown sides of Black-sido-en', 

Bose dark in the southern blue ; 
The silent hush in the purple glen, 

Lent magic to the view. 

Oh, sweet retirement ! far away 

From the world's unhallowed strife, 
Where the soul in the realms of thought may stray. 

Or dream of a higher life. 

For Nature's lyre hath the purest tone, 
Where the streams thro' the moorland flow ; 

And the flowers in the desert that bloom alone, 
Seem the fairest flowers below. 

I have gazed on scenes surpassing fair. 

Where beauty loved to roam ; 
Where the breath of flowers perfumed the air, 

Where wealth had reared her home. 

And dear to me is every scene 

On my own loved Scotia's shore : 
Embalmed in song they shall flourish green 

In my memory evermore. 

But give me the tract of the moorland fowl. 

And the visions of early days. 
When I trod the heather in deep Glenowl, 

Or roamed Auchmannoch braes. 

When I sung with the lark by Cessnock stream, 

In life's unclouded dawn ; 
Or stole in the summer eve to dream 

'Mong the wilds by sweet Bumawn. 
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QUERIES. 

Grows the grass as green as ever 
Ower by " Craigie hill " ?— 

Doon the glen by ** Craig-an-connor " 
Jinks the bumie still % — 

Blooms the fragrant purple heather 

Up by " Keek-a-far " ?— 
Do they gather still, the players, 

By the weel kent " Barr " ? 

Hoots at nicht the eerie hoolet 
By the " Bankhouse brig " ?— 

Play the bairns roon '^ Jamie's comer " 
Still their game of ** Tig " %— 

Soundeth still the Weaver's shuttle 

As in days of yore ? — 
Gather still the village rustics 

Boon the Smiddy door ? — 

Hangs the auld bell in the steeple ? — 

And, at gloamin' fa'. 
Still do sighing lovers wander 

By the " Castle " wa' ?— 

Gleams the Irvine in the moonlicht 

Croonin' by the mill ? — 
'Mong the bonny Loudoun plantains 

Sings the mavis still ? — 

Doon ayont the Arran mountains 

Sets the sun as fair. 
While the deepening shadows gather 

Boon the coast of Ayr ? — 
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Wherefore ask ? — I know the answer ! 

Scenes where youth has ranged ; 
Te are bright and green as ever, 

Only toe are changed ! 

Still the ear retains the music 

Of the water fa', 
While the vision; seems the fairer 

Seen from far awa\ 

Comes a strain of mingled pathos 

Doon the bygane years ; 
Gaze I on the unforgotten 

Through a mist of tears ? 

Till from musing mood I waken, 

Start to life again ; 
After all, I am as happy 

As the most of men. 



BY LOCH GILL, WEST OF IRELAND, 1864. 

Loch Gill is a beautiful lake in the vicinity of Sligo, in the West of Ireland. 
It Is about about eight or nine miles long, and varies in width. Its shores are 
aimply enchanting. Many a happy hour have I spent sailing among its woody 
Wands, and wandering among the rich woods which line its shores. 

Adieu, sweet lake ! I fain would linger still 
To watch the sunlight sparkling on thy bosom. 

Or rest among the wild-flowers on the hill 
Where the pure virgin hand of nature strews them. 

Tes ! 'tis a lovely land ! Pity the blight 
Of discontentment mars the peaceful vision ; 

Nature is prodigal — noon's golden light 
Refulgent, gilds a scene which seems Elysian. 
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There k % sommer beaoty all aiamid. 

From flower to tree, from wave to distant moimtam ; 
So aweet, wo holj, that my aoul ia drowned 

In a foil apring-tide, drawn from Baptore'a fonntain. 



Oh, Emerald islands ! kissed by silver waves. 
Where the lone coot and heron brood serenely, 

*Hong quaint recesses, where the water laves 
The tresses of the woodbine, drooping queenly. 

Oh, sky so clear ! Oh, flowers so pure and mild ! 

O'er thy green beds no ruffling wind is sweeping ; 
Oh, lake ! so calm and tranquil, like a child 

In the loved arms of fond affection sleeping. 

Erin ! my feet may wander from thy shore, 
Soon I may sing farewell to thee for ever ; 

But memory shall retain thee evermore. 

And cling around each lake and winding river. 



AROUND 8TRANDHILL, 1869. 

{A ditirict of quiet beauty in the vicmity of Sligo Bay, West of 

Ireland.) 

On reriflting the locality after an abeence of six years, I wrote the following :— 

I'm six years older since the time 

When first I stood on Knocknarea, 
Listening the mellow vesper chime 

Of distant bells, near Sligo bay. 
Six years ! It seems but yesternight 

That first Benbulben met my gaze, 
Bathed in the dim ethereal light 

(Not faded yet) of other days. 
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With Bong and flower had summer come, 

The yellow furze bedecked the wold, 
Heard was the bee's harmonious hum, 

The com was ripening into gold ; 
While nightly, at Day's closing porch. 

Was lit a gorgeous funeral pyre ; 
The sun, descending, took his torch 

And set the glittering sea on Are. 

Since then a mingled, mazy dream, 

Of many wanderings crowd my mind ; 
Of years by foreign mount and stream, 

Searching for what I did not find — 
For Fortune ! Pooh ! the worldly word 

Jars rudely in the minstreFs song ; 
'Tis all unknown to yon blythe bird 

That sings so sweetly all day long. 

So here beneath these beetling crags 

Again I sit, and watch with care 
The tangled clouds, like mystic flags 

Waved by weird spirits in the air ; 
While voices seem to haunt the wind, 

By which the shifting clouds are tossed ; 
Oh, ever present to the mind. 

The voices of the loved and lost. 

I mark the peaceful waters lave 

The pebbles scattered o'er the strand ; 
I gaze across the silver wave. 

Where upward swells the distant land. 
To where the blue horizon's rim 

Crowns the steep heights which guard the bay ; 
Where, wheeling from his eyrie dim. 

The monarch eagle scans his prey. 



30 Sirzi'jrf's Pi'ims. 



Swee: risiosj of ^e t:.:^ 

Come o'er cie u I g&ze &r:c=i>i : 
The man becizica ft^^zn ^e c2iili. 

yor \L^t^!^ each pr^seiiT if^; z;:f io^nd. 
So hare I felt on this sve«7 ssazsd. 

So long untrodden bj est xe«; : 
Thus do I lore tliis ezierakid l^nd. 

And deem iu hiils and rallers sve«t. 

Strandhill and Seadeld, Reese's Point* 

Glencar and lorelr lissadell. 
Scenes yet unsung br minstrel tongue. 

Yet lored by those who knov them velL 
Bound many another sacred spot 

What rich associations cling ! 
They seem to breathe '• Forget me not," 

In erery wayward note I sing. 

Oh, ye who breathe the city's breath. 

Fighting Life's battle 'mid the din 
Of tongue and hammer, where grim Death 

Stalks heedless on 'mid grief and sin, 
Cl^me hither ! Let your cheek be fanned 

Ft other airs, 'twill do you good 
Tb !ui^r on this winding strand, 

Ot «Kad the shades of Hazlewood. 



^VSSING IN GLENCAR 

4««:iikl<d Tmlley aeveral miles in length, with a lake in 

The glen runs from the neighbourhood of Sligo 

I have walked its whole length several times. 



erening in lonely Glencar, 
« calm as a baby asleep, 
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The lull of the cataract sounds from afar, 

As in dun snowy vapour it falls from the steep. 
The wind comes from wandering 'mong blossoming bowers 

And lingers a moment to toy with my hair, 
How balmy the incense it steals from the flowers, 
To hallow with fragrance the breath of the air ! 

Beautiful eve ! 
Beautiful eve ! 
Fair are the visions of fancy you weave. 



I love them, these mountains, so calm and sublime, 

Still pointing as emblems of faith to the sky. 
Where my spirit, released from the trammels of time. 

Could soar 'mid the love and the beauty on high. 
Yes, lovely thou art in the twilight's soft light. 

How silver the haze spread around thee, Glencar ! 
How quiet comes the still dewy footfall of night. 
Undisturbed by life's fever or wild sounding war, 

Beautiful eve ! 

Beautiful eve ! 

Calm are the visions of fancy you weave. 



Mellow and low comes the song of the thrush. 

Sad beats the surge of the waves on the shore, 
Faint in the west beams the vanishing flush. 

Of glory departed, for daylight is o'er. 
Oh, hour for reflection ! The absence of sound — 

The dim dying light — the low murmur of streams — 
The forms undefined — the dark mountains around — 
All steal o'er the heart, till we live but in dreams. 

Beautiful eve ! 
Beautiful eve ! 
Strange are the visions of fancy you weave. 
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I sit by the lake on a moss-covered stone, 

Till the full moon in glory ascends o'er the hill, 
And visions which hallow the days that are gone — 

And vales where IVe lingered, my memory fill. 
When I was not alone in my soul's happy dreaming — 

When she that so loved me was there at my side, 
With the long look of love from her hazel eyes beaming. 
And the smile that reflected the heart's inner tide. 

Beautiful eve ! 
Beautiful eve ! 
Pure are the visions of fancy you weave. 

'Tis not in the glare of noon's sunniest hour, 
Tis not when encircled by grandeur or art, 
'Tis not even when wedded to pleasure or power. 

That Heaven's purest feelings well up from the heart. 
Give me the green glen, with its dear silver lake. 

With peace in my heart, and the moonlight above 
In the slumber of nature my soul will awake 
To the noblest sensations of beauty and love. 

Beautiful eve ! 
Beautiful eve ! 
Such are the visions of fancy you weave. 

Sweet sails the moon o'er the vale of Glencar, 

The moss-covered rocks are now moistened with dew ; 
The lake, like a mirror, reflects each pale star 

That silently watches far up in the blue. 
The song of the waterfall steals down the vale, 
And peacefully murmurs farewell as I leave. 
Then ' Farewell ' the wood, and the stream, and the dale. 
My benisons on you this beautiful eve ! 

Beautiful eve ! 

Beautiful eve ! 

I cherish the visions of fancy yoa weave. 



Bygone Memories. 33 



AMONG THE HILLS OF TYRONE. (LftBLAiro). 

Oh yes ! I love this land of dreams, 

Of floating mists, and mountains hoary, 
Of emerald isles, and gushing streams. 

And towers that tell of faded glory, 
Where sorrow wreaths her broken lyre 

With shamrocks, round the ruins growing, 
And chants with patriotic fire 

Sad songs with love and freedom glowing. 

Full many a league o'er Erin's isle 

In contemplative mood IVe wandered, 
Lingered by many a hoary pile. 

By many a field of conflict pondered, 
Where Persecution's hand uprazed 

Those fanes by pure devotion cherished, 
Scenes which can never be eflietced 

Even when their ruins wiU have perished. 

Island of saints ! to thee I now 

Inscribe this tribute of aflection. 
Each lovely vale, each mountain brow. 

Afford me theme for mute reflection ; 
For, though I smile at wizard tale, 

At fairy fort, or ghostly story. 
Enough ! in thee I gladly hail 

Dim relics of a bygone glory. 

Through green Tyrone in summer days. 

When warm and pleasant is the weather, 

How grand to roam the silvan braes 

Adorned with thyme and purple heather, 

C 
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Or down the lovers' soft retreat, 
When eve descends so calm and mellow, — 

Sweet spot ! for faithful hearts to meet 
And whisper 'mong the foliage yellow. 

The wild deer haunts the plantain shade, 

The ivy loves the ruin hoary, 
The songster woos the pensive glade, 

The warrior courts the field of glory ; 
But dearer, ne*er to be forgot, — 

Though seldom felt in all its beauty — 
Is that first, fairest, fondest spot. 

Sacred to love and vows of duty. 

l^nx)ne ! thy hills no more are green, 

'Mong leafless woods thy streams are purling, 
Within the Gap of dark Gk>rteen 

Winter's wild sleety snow is whirling, 
O'er "Bessy Bell," and "Mary Gray,"* 

The evening star will soon be burning, — 
But meanwhile I must haste away 

At Duty's call, — Adieu, Mavoumeen ! 



BY THE LAKE. 

JCoc^ GiiXX, Scene fownded on fact. A romance of younger days. 

Oh 1 the bells of eve were ringing, 
Oh ! the birds of eve were singing 

By the lake, 
Faint and far in mist ascending. 
Game the hum of twilight, blending 
With the sounds of labour, ending 

By the lake. 

* Bessy Bell and Mary Gray are twin mountains in the neighbourhood of 
Omagh. (Coanty Tyrone.) 
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Oh ! these old woods draped in splendour, 
Shading pathways quaint and tender 

By the lake : 
In the west the sun was sinking, 
Overhead one star was winking, 
And the flowers the dew were drinking 

By the lake. 

Came, in beauty robed, a maiden, 
From a bower with perfume laden 

By the lake, 
Eyes, Uke stars serenely shining, 
Hair, round ivory forehead twining, 
Heaven her features interlining, 

By the lake. 

Would — oh would I could forget her, 
Better far I had not met her 

By the lake ; 
For we met, and talked together, — 
Often met, and walked together. 
In the glorious summer weather 

By the lake. 

Shall I tell of hours of noonlight ? — 
Or the Autumn eves of moonlight 

By the lake ? 
How we told Love's lovely story. 
Filling life with Eden glory, 
'Mong the gnarled oaks so hoary 

By the lake. 

Shall I paint her rustic dwelling. 
Homes of grandeur far excelling 

By the lake ?— 
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Bound the oriel window creeping, 
Flowers were clustered, inward peeping, 
Over all laburnums weeping. 

By the lake. 

In our tiny bark we breasted, 
Kippling wavelets silver-crested. 

On the lake. 
Sweeping 'mong the myriad islands — 
'Mong the green sequestered islands — 
'Mong the lovely slumbering islands 

Of the lake ! 

Oh ! the meetings full of gladness, 
Oh ! the partings full of sadness 

By the lake. 
In her eyes the love-light beaming, 
She to me an angel seeming. 
Surely, surely I was dreaming 

By the lake ! 

Soon a cloud my spirit shaded. 
All my life's sweet star-light faded 

By the lake, 
Summer passed with song and story, 
Autumn went in all its glory. 
Winter came so cold and hoary 

By the lake. 

Swept a tinge of melancholy 
O'er her features calm and holy 

By the lake. 
Sickness spread her cloak around her, 
Death's pale mystic angel found her. 
In his cold embrace he bound her 

By the lake. 
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Did I weep ? — Ah me ! I could not ! 
Did I think hard thoughts ! — ^I would not 

For her sake ! 
But my step was ne'er so sprightly, 
And my heart beat ne'er so lightly, 
And the sun shone not so brightly 

By the lake. 

Often yet in thought I wander — 
On these bygone memories ponder 

By the lake. 
When the Summer flowers are springing. 
And the bells of eve are ringing, 
And the birds their songs are singing 

By the lake. 



ONLY A CROSS. 



SiLggested hy a mdt to the Gram of Rev. Dr, Norma u MacLeod^ 

Campsie Churchyard, 

Beantlfnl summer evening in Campsie Churchy)ard. We enquired on entering 
the grounds where we would find the grave of Dr. Norman Macleod ? The answer 
was, after pointing in the direction,—" You will easily find it. It's ' Only a Cross ' 
without a word on it." We found it so. We believe, however, that an inscription 
has been put on the splendid cross since. 

I STOOD last night in the gloamin', 

At the grave of Norman Macleod, 
As the light of an Autumn sunset 

Was weaving a purple shroud 
All over the luminous landscape ; 

While down by the silver sea, 
In a blaze of gold and amber 

The sun went gloriously. 
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We might have hied to the mountain, 

Or the '' dachmh " up the glen ; 
But, well go, I said, and seek the grave 

Of one of the best of men. 
Where a generous heart reposeth, 

'Mid the dead that sleep around. 
And the stars keep nightly sentinel. 

Till the trump at last shall sound. 

Say, Is there a splendid column. 

High towering over his head, 
With a long and learned inscription 

In praise of the honoured dead ? 
Swells there a stately pyramid, — 

Does the marble breathe his worth. 
As he sleeps the sleep of the faithful 

In the lap of mother earth ? 

Only a cross, rich chiselled, 

And the turf with gowans fair, 
With not a syllable sculptured. 

To tell who slumbers there ! 
Only a cross, carved quaintly, 

O'er the green enamelled sward. 
With the dust beneath in the sleep of death, 

Up in that Auld ELirkyard ! 

Only the hills about him, 

With a beautiful cross at his head — 
The token of man's redemption, 

Of life to the buried dead. 
Only a cross, symbolic 

Of sorrow, and hope, and love ; 
A cross to bear in this nether world, 

But a crown of life above ! 
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Sweet spot for the dust to moulder, 

Away from the roar of strife, 
With the village down in the valley, 

And the sounds of rural life. 
Peace to thine ashes, Norman ! 

Green be their quiet abode. 
Thy dust hath humble sepulchre. 

But thy spirit is with God. 



STANZAS 

ON THB 

HARP OF LADY FLORA HASTINGS, 
Loudoun Castle. 

In the " Music Room," Loudonn Castle, we were shown the harp of Lady Flora 
Hastings,— some of its strings were broken, I put my fingers among the remaining 
ones to sound them, but was requested by the housekeeper " not to touch it," as 
it had never been played upon since Lady Mora died. 

Habp of the beautiful ! whose fame 
Untarnished gleams on Virtue's shrine. 

Lone harp of Flora ! sweetest name 
In Loudoun's long ancestral line. 

Harp of the queenly ! whose bright star. 

So full of promise glistened fair, 
Till, hid from view — too soon by far — 

It set 'mid clouds of grief and care. 

Harp of the good and true ! no more 
Her fingers sound thy broken wires ; 

The song is hushed, the banquet o'er. 
And quenched the spirit's living fires. 
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Full many a time these halls have rung, 
With the gay tones of love and mirth, 

While hearts have heaved, and lips have song, 
Now cold and silent in the earth. 

Then beauty trod the mazy dance, 
While music swelled from lute and lyre. 

And chivalry, with ardent glance. 
Returned the look of fond desire. 

Then, harp of Loudoun, would thy strings 

All vibrate to the fairy touch 
Of fingers bright with diamond rings, 

Of genius — brighter far than such. 

But voiceless now ! for ne'er again 
Shall Flora weave the minstrel's spell ; 

And thus thy broken chords remain 
Still broken, since the last farewell. 

What a strange magic memory clings 
Around thy form ! 'tis thus I warp 

Sad thoughts amid thy broken strings, 
And sing of thee, O silent harp ! 



CALM AFTER STORM. 

Written after a storm on the Atlantic. Not very enjoyable at the time, but now 
a pleasant memory. 

Loud roared the wind, while the gallant ship 

Ploughed through an angry sea ; 
The starless sky, and the scowling night, 

Seemed dark as dark could be. 
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All day the waves had swept the deck, 

And still the gale did blow ; 
While the sick, imprisoned passengers 

Sat weary down below. 

Early I sought my cabin bed, 

Though I knew I could not sleep 
With the dreadful din, as the labouring bark 

Kept plunging through the deep. 

I dozing dreamed, till a thundering wave 

Fell crashing on the deck. 
Then trembling clutched my bed, for it seemed 

As if all would go to wreck. 

But the rush of water passed away. 

And I heard the chiming bell. 
While a voice came sounding thro' the Btorm, 

'Twas the cheerful Watch : "All's Well ! " 

Thus the weary night wore slowly on. 

Till the darkness passed away, 
And the morning light of heaven revealed 

A calm and beautiful day ! 

Then songs were sung, and the seamen laughed, 

And I — I could not tell — 
I only knew that the storm was passed, 

I was thankful all was well. 

So in the gloomy eve of doubt. 

When danger and death seemed nigh, 

No friend to give me a kindly word, 
No star to illume my sky — 
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My heart has sunk, till a cheering voice, 

On my ear like music fell : 
'* Why trembling fear ? Poor doubting one, 

Trust Me, and all is well ! " 

" I wHl / " an inward voice replied, 

Then my fears all fled away, 
The gloom of a stormy night was changed 

To the calm of a sunlit day. 



SHALL WE EVER MEET AGAIN ? 

About a dozen of us bade each other " Good-bye " on landing at New York. 
The qneBtion was, " Shall we ever meet again." The scene is now one of my 
bygone memories. 

We met on board a bounding ship. 

Nor were we strangers long, 
For kindred feelings warmed each heart. 

And breathed from every tongue. 
A merrier, motlier crew than we 

Had seldom crossed the main : 
Some came from the north, and some from the south, 

Shall we ever meet again ? 

We met on board the bounding ship. 

Which bore us o'er the sea, 
Li storm and calm the hours were cheered 

With song and friendly glee. 
Till, stepping out on a foreign strand, 

" Good-bye " was breathed with pain ; 
Some went to the east and some to the west, — 

Shall we ever meet again ? 
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We met on board the bounding ship, 

But hills divide us now, 
There's one by broad Ontario's lake, 

Another near the brow 
Of Nevada's rough and rocky steeps, 

While some have crossed the plain. 
To where, in the south, the prairie spreads, — 

Shall we ever meet again ? 

One kindly heart has found a home 

'Mid Manitoba's snow, 
Another, 'neath a warmer sky, 

In distant Mexico ; 
While some 'mid the roar of city life 

Now toil with hand and brain. 
All gone ! like the scattered Autumn leaves !— 

Shall we ever meet again ? 

We may ! The world is round, and thus. 

Though sundered far and wide, 
If you go east, and I go west. 

We shall meet on the other side. 
Thank God for the other brighter side. 

Across Life's stormy main. 
Where the pure in heart, and the true in life, 

Shall surely meet again ! 



BY INNELLAN (FIRTH OF CLYDE). 

Come tune the lyre ! I fain would sing 
A song beside the surging sea, 

My spirit fain would try its wing 
In the weird realm of fancy free. 
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The mjsiic moaning of the wvre 
Has wakened warblinga in my sool : 

Then tnne the lyre, and in this ca^e 
The wizard tide of song shall roll ! 



I could not lore the sooUeas chnrl 

Who thooghtleta here conld gaze around. 
Where 'mid the rocks the waters carl. 

Where swells old Ocean's anthem soond. 
Where, bounded by yon mountains blue, 

A silver scene of peace is spread. 
Where all around is fair to view 

Beneath the summer sky overhead. 

Here would I touch the pensive lyre, 

To waken tones not fierce and loud, 
I would not blow on passion's fire, 

Nor sing to please the gaping crowd, 
But strike the lyre to love and truth ! — 

To sacred virtue, friendship sound, 
To holier memories linked with youth, 

And hours with manlier vigour crowned ! 

I care not for the song of war 

Where Desolation sadly broods, 
The clash of arms doth rudely jar 

With nature, in her milder moods, 
Oh ! not for me the field of blood, 

The rush of hosts to battle led, 
When flows life's precious crimson flood 

Among the dying and the dead. 

I'd rather linger 'mong the shells 
By ocean strand, in twilight grey. 

Or down yon winding woodland dell 
Pursue in thought my devious way ; 
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I'd rather hear the blackbird's note, 

Or listen to the sound of rills, 
Or see the fleecy vapours float 

Across my dear old native hills. 

I'd father sing one simple song 

To please a lover or a friend, 
Than mingle with the admiring throng 

Who on the tilded great attend ; 
I'd rather in the woodlands breathe 

The perfume of the wild-flower there, 
Than carry Fame's proud laurel wreath 

Upon an aching brow of care. 

Come, tune the lyre ! Though years have fled 

And faded are the hopes of spring. 
Though autumn leaves lie round us spread, 

Tet life is still a precious thing. 
Though vanished now the fairy dance 

Of elfln shadows through the grove. 
And thy weird witching light, Romance, 

No longer gilds the smile of love ! — 

Tet, truer, riper love is ours ! 

And wise experience bom of years. 
While oft we gather fairest flowers 

From seed we sadly sowed in tears ; 
Though hopes have perished in the strife, 

And starlights from our sky been riven, 
Still on the winding path of life 

Serenely falls the light of heaven. 

'Tis yain to mourn o'er faded joys, 
■ Or call the dead past back again. 
Though well I know when we were boys 
Our prayer was ; Oh, to be but men ! 
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The prayer was granted, — Heaven be prabed 
For all the joys of earth and time ! 

For all the health, and all the wealthy 
And all the hopes of heaven sublime. 

This is a medley ! I but bring 

The scattered fancies of my brain 
Together, and then heedless string 

My thoughts, to form a measured strain — 
The tide rolls in ! — The wanton waves 

Are gathering round my lingering feet, 
And I must leave these sounding caves 

To find a more secure retreat. 

But oh ! I love the ocean shore, 

The rocky terrace by the beach, 
The dripping cavern, green and hoar. 

The winds that to the woodlands preach, 
The golden moon's refulgent beams, 

The silver light of stars above. 
The lulling lays of murmuring streams. 

The home of youth, the song of love. 



DREAMING— A REMINISCENCB. 

I WANDERED on the flowery banks 

Which fringed my native river. 
And by the woods, and 'mong the shades. 

Which I'll remember ever ; 
Where winding wild 'mong Oessnock's braes 

Thy waves, Bumawn, are streaming ! 
It passed, too sweet to linger long — 

Alas ! I had been dreaming ! 
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Again, in visions of the night, 

Methought it was the gloaming ; 
While far and near, through Loudon woods, 

In transport I was roaming, 
I marked the Hagbum wimpling weird, 

'Mong glens with wild-flowers teaming ; 
While Irvine's silver waters laved 

My feet — but I was dreaming ! 

I slept again, though memory woke, 

And whispered sad, yet kindly, 
Of other lands where I have roved 

Pursuing fortune blindly ; 
Of golden hours on Ocean's strand, 

'Neath summer's sunlight gleaming, 
So pure and calm ; I woke and sighed, 

To think 1 had been dreaming ! 

Again I wandered in a land 

Of glens and hoary mountains. 
Where leapt the foaming cataract, 

Or strayed the starry fountains. 
I was a stranger, yet the smile 

Of Beauty there was beaming ; 
While simple friendship warmed my heart, 

I loved them even in dreaming. 

The city caught me in its arms 

Like maiden girt with treasure ; 
Displaying all its tempting charms, 

I drank each cup of pleasure. 
Tho' some were bitter, there were those 

With precious nectar streaming ; 
And these I seem to drink again 

At times when I am dreaming. 
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The hand of Beauty filled a cup 

With sacred love overflowing ; 
Oh ! how I madly drained each drop, 

Such heavenly rapture knowing. 
I knew not, cared not, it might pass, 

The sun above was beaming ; 
Earth seemed a garden strewn with flowers ; 

Oh, love ! have I been dreaming ? 

One eve, in holiest vision, came 

A form, but oh ! so altered ; 
Tet the same voice was there which oft 

In youth my name had faltered. 
It was my mother ! and her form. 

With light unearthly beaming, 
Glowed on my soul ; I bless'd that hour, 

So happy was my dreaming ! 

Te sleepless spirits of the night ! 

Bring back in dreams before me 
Those sinless hours, so calm and bright, 

Which Time can ne'er restore me. 
Show me again those lovely stars 

On youth's horizon gleaming ; 
For ah ? IVe learned, in manhood's prime, 

That life is more than dreaming. 



ON THE EDGE OF THE CURRAGH. 

AFTEB A FIELD DAT. 

Troops Ma/rching Fast. 

The other eve returning home. 

After a day of toil, 
I lingered near the Curragh Camp, 

Happy in Nature's smile. 
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The sound of music from the lines 

Came floating through the air, 
I marked the sheen of distant spears, 

And banners fluttering fair. 

In the near woods the wild bird sung 

Its lullaby of love ; 
Far in the west the crimson clouds 

Mixed with the blue above. 

Fair scenes of peace ! yet not of peace ! 

Else why this grand array ? — 
This clang of arms, this boom of guns, 

This chivalric display ? 

These tramping squadrons marching past 

Are these the sons of peace ? 
Oh ! when shall men be brethren all, 

And war for ever cease ? 

Drilled for the carnage ! Painful thought I 

Of all that gallant train, 
How many yet shall find a grave 

On some dark battle-plain ? 

How stirring comes the bugle blast ! 

How grand the roll of drums ! 
But oh ! how dreadful when the day 

Of ^ry conflict comes ! 

Brave fellows ! How we love you all. 

The scarlet and the blue ; 

With willing hands, and open hearts, 

To home and country true. 

D 
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Long may your colours wave in peaoe 
Above each rural scene ; 

Ne'er may the trump of war be heard 
Within our island green : 

The Curragh be the stirring scene 
Of many a bloodless fight, 

With not a grave to cover up 
When falls the starry night. 



A SUMMER IDYLL. 

All day I've strolled beside the new-mown hay. 
Breathing deliciously its perfumed breath, 
Until my very garments bear the scent 
Of honeyed clover-fields, where the wild bee 
Delights to linger with harmonious hum 
Through the long, sleepy hours of flowery June. 
All day the lark has trilled his Summer hymn 
In the clear sky, filling my ear with sounds 
Which memory shall recall in shady hours. 
What time the Autumn's ruddy glow has fled. 
And Wintry storms prevail. All day I've dreamed 
Among green paths, far from the dismal roar 
Of smoky streets, and pestilential lanes, — 
Paths marked by crooked hedge-rows, garlanded 
With troops of roses, and sweet eglantine. 
All day I've loitered rambling in the sun, 
Pausing at times beside a tuneful brook 
Which babbling ran 'mid rounded pebble-stones, 
Wending its way to swell some larger stream. 
Close to its banks, in a cool spot of green 
Where rose a graceful clump of leafy elnui, 
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I sat me down, and ate my plain repast, — 

Oh wondrous banquet hall ! o'erarched with trees, 

A daisy-spangled carpet underneath, 

With a full band of feathered choristers 

To crown the whole. There like a king I dined, 

Thankful to Him whose bounty crowned my board. 

All day IVe read in Nature's picture book 

Enchanting fairy tales, — the song-bird's note, 

The happy insect life that swarmed around, 

The lazy bumble-bee with gorgeous coat, 

The beetle clad in bronze, the butterfly, 

With velvet-spotted wings ; the very flowers 

Assumed a new importance as I lay 

And watched them drousily :. they seemed to speak 

Each with the other, till a joyous hum 

Of voices many-toned, filled all the earth. 

And life and love held wassail everywhere. 

The day has been a poem, unexpressed 

In rhythmic words, and now the song wears done, 

Dies with the dying day, — yet dyeth not, — 

It's echoes long will linger lovingly 

Through the dim chambers of my listening soul, 

And charm me in the night of pensive thought. 

See how the holy eve, with noiseless step. 
Steals o'er the plain ! Tired Nature drops asleep, 
The nodding wild-flower folds its dewy cup. 
The laverock sings '^ Good night," the blood-red sun 
Slowly retires behind the western downs. 
With golden portends of a happy dawn. 
A cool breeze fans my cheek, it waves the grass. 
And lingers dallying where my footsteps stray. 
Delightful breeze ! thou hast been wandering 
IViong beds of flagrant thyme, Ah ! thou hast stolen 
The hidden perfume from a thousand plants, 
Leaving them none the poorer for thy theft ! 
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Oh day without a memory of sin ! 
Oh cloudless day, like a fair dream of youth ! 
Day of quiet, restful peace ! say was it wrong 
To dream its sun-kissed, balmy hours away, 
Forgetful of the myriad weary hearts 
Who toil incessantly 'mid vice and wrong. 
And never know a Summer holiday ? 

HBSWELL, Junt 1887. 



"SACRAMENT SABBATH." 

As I sat in the kirk last Sunday 

At the table of the Lord, 
Han'lin' the sacred elements 

An' drinkin' in the Word. 

My min' gaed awa' a wanderin,' 
As I saw the bread an' wine, 

To the solemn sacramental times 
In the days o' auld lang syne. 

The farmers cam' frae the kintra 
Wr their wives sae bein an* braw. 

Some real auld Covenanters too, 
Wi' their heids as white as snaw. 

An' the toun folk, clean an' decent, 

Wi' a douce religious air. 
Sat doon thegither side by side. 

To hae sweet communion there. 

In front was the hallowed table, 
Wi' a snawy claith owerspread. 

An' the minister, an' the elders. 
In sober garments cled. 
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And oh ! there was winnerf u' stilhiess, 

A quaitnesB peacefu' an' calm, 
Till the hale assembly reverently 

Stood up to sing the Psalm. 

It was nane o' yer rantin' ditties, 

Frae thouchtless lan's abroad, — 
Like the stately swell o' the ocean 

The sang raise up to God ! 

While the prayer an* the words that followed 

Were unadorned by art, 
But better far, they spak* the thouchts 

0' an honest Christian heart. 

The sacred volume was opened. 

The story of love retold, 
We heard about dark Gethsemane, 

An' Calvary of old, 

Belyve the guests were admonished, 

Syne welcomed to the feast. 
For the sake o' Him that lo'ed them a' 

Frae the greatest to the least. 

Uncovered then were the symbols, 

The bread, an' the wine so red, 
That spak' o' His broken body 

An' His sin-atonin' blud. 

The youngsters up in the gallery 

Leuket doon wi' bated breath. 
As they saw the ** elements " handed roun', 

In a stillness as of death, — 
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Ah me ! my thouchts gaed a wanderin' 
In the kirk last Sabbath day — 

Still spread is the Sacrament table 
But the guests — Ah ! where are they ! 



IN MEMORIAM. 

We met not 'mid the hallowed calm 
Which slumbers in the rural grove, 

Where Nature trills her twilight psalm, 
Where whispering breezes nightly rove,— 

But where the busy din of life 

Tumultuous rolls its surging stream, 

Where words of war, and sounds of strife, 
Might well disturb the lover's dream. 

We wandered not at dewy eve 

Where foliage screens the wildwood flowers, 
We never longed for spring to weave 

Her garlands round earth's budding bowers ; 

For happy by the cheerful hearth 
We played, and sung our simple songs : 

'Twas joy awoke our sinless mirth, 
'Twas love inspired our willing tongues. 

Oh, happy hours ! too soon ye fled ! 

And sorrow came on Time's swift wing. 
The gowans now bloom o'er the head 

Of her with whom I used to sing ! 

Now broken is that dulcet lyre 
Whose music once had swelled so free, 

And slumbering cold that heart of fire 
Which warmly beat for love and me. 
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And art thou gone ! Thou fairest, gone ! 

€k)ne thy sweet smile, thy maiden bloom ! 
Tes ! — and I linger here alone, 

To sing this strain beside thy tomb. 



STANZAS. 
To A Girl Singing in Savoy. 

Oh that song ! how it haunts me still, 

As I heard it on that day, 
Sitting to rest beneath the shade 

Of an olive by the way, — 
Only a simple country strain. 

Breathing of love and joy, — 
Only a sunburnt, fair-haired girl 

'Mong the vine-fields of Savoy. 

Fair and clear the melody rose, 

Thrilling the air around, 
Till memory woke within my heart 

As I listened to the sound : 
Days of sunshine, and nights of shade, 

Did my wayward thoughts employ. 
As I lingered there that summer noon 

By the vine-fields of Savoy. 

Fair girl : may sorrow never cloud 

Thy path, nor mar thy song ; 
May truth, and virtue, and peace be thine, 

As the seasons pass along. 
See ! yonder comes, with bounding steps, 

Thy faithful lover boy, — 
Ha ! that id how you sing so sweet 

'Mong the vine-fields of Savoy. 
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BY THE RHINE. 

'TwAS the quaint old town of Basel, 

I had just arrived by rail, 
Supper was over, I strolled outside, 

The cool breeze to inhale, 
On a cozy seat by the window, 

The landlord sipped his wine, — 
** Show me the way to the river," I said,- 

"To-night I must see the Rhine.*' 

** Keep round to the left," he answered, 

** 'Tis only a minute's walk. 
You'll come to the bridge " — and so on, 

But I did not care to talk. 
For the full moon rose in glory 

With a light which seemed divine. 
So I hurried on to see her beams 

Illumine the stately Rhine. 

I got to the bridge, and crossed it, 

Then down the winding stair. 
And away I strolled as in a dream 

On, on, I knew not where, — 
I only saw the stars o'erhead, 

And the hills in dim outline, 
I only heard the solemn rush 

Of the broad, majestic Rhine. 

Was this the river whose name once 

So charmed my boyish ear, 
With its castled heights and legends, 

Its vine-clad slopes ? from here. 
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Till amid the flats of Holland 

It mingles with the brine, 
Far from its mountain cradle bed, 

My dream of youth, — the Rhine ! 

I fain would follow its windings 

'Mid crags and beetling towers, 
By the spires of drousy hamlets, 

And green Arcadian bowers, 
Anxid acenes long famed in story. 

Where nature and art combine 
To lend a strange enchantment 

To the song-encircled Rhine. 

And lingering here by the river 

I thought of loved ones dear. 
Oh, could I waft them a message ! 

Or rather, would they were here ! 
How sweet with spirits congenial 

In the calm eve to recline, 
Amid the ivy-mantled cliffs 

Washed by the haunted Rhine ! 

But meanwhile the hours are fleeting. 

Tired nature craves for rest. 
The moon has entered a cloud- bank 

Which darkens the river's breast, 
I must hasten back to the city, 

Whose lights now dimly shine. 
Perchance to dream of the Drachenfels, 

Or of wanderings by the Rhine. 
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ON THE OOL DE BALME.* 

Switzerland, Avg, 1887. 

Fab on the heights of the lone Col de Balme 
I lingered long that burning snmmer day, 
Reclining on soft beds of Alpine flowers, 
Fragrant with mountain breath. From early mom 
My zig-zag path had been amid wild rocks 
And foaming rills, and precipices crowned 
With clumps of hoary pines, or where had swept, 
Destructively, the roaring avalanche. 
And now in the clear noon, entranced, I sat 
And viewed the frowning passes I had trod 
In Oberland, and by the rushing Rhone, — 
These lay behind me now, while there in front, 
In stately grandeur, robed in glistening white, 
Mont Blanc upheaved its forehead to the sun, 
It's white robes circling down in many a fold, 
Sweeping where human foot had never trod. 
By threatening ridges, and rough granite peaks, 
And rivers frozen in their downward march. 
All round on either hand rose giant heights, 
Silent and awful, clad with glacier steeps, 
And seamless mantles of eternal snow. 
Placid and calm, like watchful sentinels 
Guarding the mighty monarch of the Alps ! 

Oh, wondrous mount ! Oh, domes of dazzling hue ! 
Oh, splintered Aiguilles, gleaming in the light 
Of that hot August noon ! Oh lovely vale, 

* The Col de Balme is a moantain ridge or shoulder, at the veiy head of the 
Vale of Chamonix, between seven and eight thousand feet high. It forms the 
boundary between Switzerland and Savoy. A magnificent view of the whole of 
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Stretching far down to peaceful Ohamonix ! 
What words can paint you as ye shone that day 
When first ye dawned upon my raptured gaze, 
Clad in a wondrous beauty all your own ? 
But noon was waning,^-onward ! was the word, 
Though many a time I lingering stayed, to pluck 
The delicately tinted flowers, that bloomed 
Profuse all down the way. From its strange bed 
Of hoary ice, the Arve, turbulent 
With life and motion, leaped into the light. 
Then swiftly flashed along, a milky flood. 
Its volume swelled by tributary streams. 
Bom of the dripping glaciers far overhead. 

'Tis past ! But not forgotten ! It remains 
An ever present vision in my mind, 
To charm me in the oft-recurring hour 
Of pensive thought, and waken in my soul 
Sublime conceptions of that Power divine 
Which throned the mighty mountains in the clouds, 
And bade the thundering torrents roll in foam. 
Like molten silver, down the dark ravine, 
Still hastening on to the deep inland lake, 
Or the wide ocean's all encircling arms. 



MARTIGNY BY THE RHONE. 

We came in the hush of evening 

When the white mists wreathed the hills, 
When only was heard the tinkling 

Of tributary rills. 
Laughing their way to the river. 

Whose breast in the moonlight shone, 
As we strolled out after supper. 

At Martigny by the Rhone. 
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From the snowy steeps of the Jungfrau, 

Far spreading many a league, — 
From the windings of the Simplon, 

Above the spires of Brieg, — 
We had come, — poor sunburnt pilgrims, 

Our holidays all but gone, 
Glad to repose for one quiet day, 

At Martigny by the Hhone. 

We sat in the Hostel garden. 

Reviewing the journey past. 
Comparing plans for the future. 

Till, ** Good-night," came at last. 
Strange how a few day's friendship 

Had into such ripeness grown ! — 
We seemed like old companions 

At Moiitigny by the Rhone. 

Mom dawned afresh on the mountains, 

There was hurrying to and fro, 
Strangers coming to stay awhile. 

Others preparing to go, — 
What a picture of Life's mutations ! — 

We are here, and then we are gone ! 
Like the summer tourists one may meet 

At Martigny by the Rhone. 



SUNSET ON THE LAKE OP GENEVA. 

" I saw a sea of glass mingled with fire." 

'TwAS a fair summer evening, and I l^trolled 
By Leman's azure lake. Among the vines 
The peasant children played. Peace was inscribed 
On wood, and hill, and valley ! To the left 
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The spires of old Geneva pierced the air, 
While full in front, like a great globe of fire 
O'er the blue range of Jura, hung the sun, 
A glorious luminary ! At our feet 
The water gently rippled, stretching on 
On either hand, till lost in distant shade. 
That night we saw it turned to gold and amber. 
Now tinged with blood, anon with Uving fire, 
Its ripples quivered in the setting sun, 
Then deepened into dark vermillion, as 
The daylight died behind the mountain range. 
Vision celestial ! was it heaven or earth ? 
We sat spell-bound until a passing steamer 
Swept thro' the myriad-tinted waves, and soon 
Night hung her sable curtain over all. 



PROBLEMS OF LIFE. 
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PART I. 

AflheB to Aahes— Woodland Scene of Retirement— The Stranger— Problems and 
Difficnltles— How to Solve them— The Prison Child— Songs in the Night— The 
BiYer— Paul and Silas— The Lake side— Boat Song— Good-night. 

To-day I saw the cold unfeeling clay 
Heaped on a manly breast. '' Dust unto dust, 
Ashes to ashes," — such the solemn words 
Pronounced, as fell the dull insensate olay 
Upon the sounding coffin ! They awoke 
Strange thoughts within me, as I turned away 
Again to mingle in the din of life, — 
I could not for a time ; my spirit loathed 
The noisy struggling of the selfish crowd, 
And in a meditative mood, I sought 
The quiet recesses of a dark-green wood 
Where fragrant pathways, winding beautiful. 
Opened at length on a clear silver lake 
Slumbering within the bosom o{ its hills. 
There, sitting down upon a mossy bank 
Spotted with yellow primroses, which shone 
Like stars among the grass, while the trees waved 
In the full bloom of summer, and the birds 
Talked on the bending boughs, I sadly mused. 
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Meanwhile, Imagination still recalled 

The form, the face, the cheerful ringing voice, 

The merry laugh. — Silent and cold and dead ! 

Gone ! and the red clods and the common turf, 

Heaped on his manly breast. A common sight, — 

None the less sad tho' common ! Strange it seemed 

How all around looked fair and beautiful. 

And glad and jubilant, while meantime he, 

Formed to be lord of tree and animal. 

Alone seemed sorrowful, his head bowed down 

With troubles multiplex ! And thus reflecting, 

I trod the mazy labyrinths of thought, 

In intermingling moods of light and shade, 

Revolving in my mind the curious problems 

Of life and death. Oh, most perplexing problems ! 

For seemingly man liveth but to die. 

Mysterious life ! scarce worthy of the name. 

If this be all ! A brief parenthesis 

Between a cradle and a cruel grave ! 

"We live to die ! We live, and any moment 

The grave may shape itself across our path. 

And we are tumbled in ! Oh, spectral foe. 

With noiseless tread, whom we have christened Death ! 

Thou comest in the genial noon of life. 

Thou comest in the summer of the year^ 

When the warm heart reflects the smile of Peace, 

And the rich gurgling flow of happiness 

Springs upward from the spirit's deepest depths. 

The deeper, all the cooler, and the purer. 

In the hot sunny noon of active life, — 

Thou comest ! — ^but the mourner knows the rest, 

The household words, the cherished memories. 

The thousand delicately woven fibres 

Unseen, but felt, cementing soul to soul. 
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With myriad aspirations unrevealed 

The stranger may not intermeddle with, — 

Thou comest ! and a cloud is left behind, 

On the disturbed horizon of the soul, 

On darkened homes, once radiant as the noon. 

I cannot tell how long I sat, and stirred 
The muddy troubled waters of my mind 
Asking vain questions, heedless of the light, 
And love, and beauty of that summer eve ; 
Hearing alone the requiem of the dead. 
The dull clods sounding on the coffin lid. 
But darkly musing thus I raised my eyes, 
And, slow advancing o'er the velvet turf. 
Beheld a venerable form approach 
In silent thoughtful mood. The stamp of age 
Was on his face, and yet he walked erect, 
Peace in his eye, comfort and quiet ease 
Seen in his ever; movement. He approached 
Unconscious of my presence, till I stirred ; 
Then his voice broke the silence, and he praised 
The silvan beauty of the rural scene, 
Spoke of the lake's surroundings, like a man 
Who felt at home with Nature, — then passed on 
To subtler themes. I listened as he talked 
Of the clear sunlight, and the dark'ning cloud. 
The hills and vales, the songbirds and the flowers. 
Extracting thoughts suggestive from the whole. 
And all he saw was good and beautiful ! 

Then, as a pause ensued, respectfully 

I told my tale, — spoke of the darker side, 

The puzzling problems — oh, so hard to solve ! 

The scenes depressing, the corroding care, 

The sorrow walking side by side with joy. 

The earth-clods heaped upon the manly breast 

E 
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Of my loved friend that day. 

*' Be not surprised" 
I said, '' if in my present mood I fail 
To own that all is good and beautiful, 
When round on every hand with grief I see 
Sad scenes, which seem to controvert the thought. 
The waves that rippling play among the shells. 
Along the shore, laugh in their wildest glee 
At the drowned sailor, while the calm full moon 
Looks down serenely on the blood-stained field 
Of sanguinary conflict, where in rage 
Tumultuous hosts have met ! Broken and bruised 
And dead and mangled, see them quietly lie, 
Horrid and ghastly ! Fitful gusts of snow 
Sweep round the fainting traveller, till he falls. 
Weary at heart, to perish in the drift 
Which circles him, as in a winding sheet. 
Widows and orphans weep in solitude, 
The starving mother in the streets at night 
Presses her hungry offspring to her breast 
Devoid of nourishment. — Hark to the rumble ! — 
Pale anxious faces gather round the mine 
Watching the blackened bodies one by one 
Brought from their gloomy subterranean depths 
To be identified with weeping eyes. 
And trembling fingers, and distracted hearts. 
And yet you say that all is beautiful ! 
That all is good, and fair, and beautiful ! 
Oh ! hear ye not that solemn undertone 
Of suffering and oppression moving on 
For evermore, beneath the common din 
Of bustling manhood ? — See ye not the thorns 
Hid in the fairest crown of human life ? — 
Worse still, the barbed points that pierce the soul 
With sorrow's sting, for which there seems no balm." 
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I paused, the stranger sighed, and only said : 
'^ I know that life has many curious problems ! " 
'* Problems ! " — with animation I exclaimed — 
'' Life often seems indeed a curious problem 
And wondrous hard to solve ! Perplexities, 
Harassing cares, temptations, lingering pains, 
Heart burnings, struggles still developing, 
Are met and battled with, that he may live 
Who liveth but to die ! more wondrous still, 
That Death seems all forgotten in the struggle ! 
Life's battle ever rageth, while the hero. 
With eye fixed steady on the smoky front, 
For ever dreams of glory, even in death 
He shouts defiance to the stalwart foe. 

Man like a pilgrim still pursues his course 
Forgetful of the end, pausing betimes 
To dig a grave for others, till at length 
Time digs his grave, while each recurring step 
But brings him nearer to its yawning brink. 

The poet sings of life, and love, and beauty, 
Himself a stranger often to the life. 
And love, and beauty which he celebrates 
Li lofty sounding strains, — ^Death ends his song, 
But yesterday perchance his harp awoke. 
Sounding the thrilling tones of minstrelsy, — 
Sounding life's anthem on the shores of Time, — 
To-day the song is hushed, the heart is cold. 
Broken the lyre ! gone is the mystic light, 
' The inspiration and the poet's dream ; ' 
To-morrow finds another in his place 
Sweeping the lyre above the fresh-heaped turf 
Which blossoms green above his early grave. 

The virtuous, the upright, the sincere. 
Pine in obscurity unknown, uncared for. 
Depending often on the scanty crumbs 
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Which fall unheeded from the rich man's board. 

The light that flashes in the eye of Genius 
Is often dimmed by tears, while Pride and Pomp, 
With vacant stare, assume the place of power, 
Lording it over their less fortunate 
Though infinitely worthier fellow mortals. 
Thus Flattery and Fraud, with oily tongues. 
And cunning craft, oft worm their way to power, 
While Modesty and unassuming worth 
Are left neglected in the crowd behind. 
To toil their weary way on to — a grave 1 

Oh life ! how often furrowed by the storms 
Of sunless years ! Man, like a stranded ship. 
Often goes down in darkness. Little missed, 
He sinks in silence ; or repeated failures 
May fill his nervous heart with boding fears. 
With care-bom phantoms which distract his mind, 
He conjures up from the untrodden depths 
Of dim futurity, to seeming life. 
Dark visions, floating on the waves of time. 
His bark a prey to tempests, with Despair 
Sitting in silent horror at the helm. 
Till in an hour of drear insanity. 
Plunging into the suicidal wave 
He ends life's story ! or his history 
May seem a mazy labyrinth, purposeless ; — 
He wanders on amid the tangled thorns 
Of care and disappointment, hunger often— 
The spuit hunger gnawing at his hear^ 
He searches 'mong the barren fruitless wilds 
Li vain for satisfaction, earth seems void. 
Life's brooks are all dried up, the star of Hope 
Fades from his darkening sky. No wonder thus 
He pines in sullen mood, nor looks on death 
As worse than living such a cheerless life." 
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" Unhappy souls ! reared in the lap of night ! " 
Exclaimed my listening friend — *' But stay/' I said, 
" Nor less unhappy ultimately those 
On whose brief day a mocking sunlight falls ; — 
The world puts on its beautiful attire, 
Gaily the noontide gilds the dancing stream, 
While yielding nature prompts them to come out 
And join the gala throng. — * And wherefore not ? ' 
Cries Pleasure, ' strike the dulcet lyre, and twine 
Green laurels round the starry brow of Beauty, 
Man was not made to pine in solitude. 
Or waste his hours in fruitless speculation 
About the coming morrow, let it come ! 
So it may bring us but the dance and song ! 
The grape but grows to sparkle in the bowl 
And light the laughing eyes of merriment, 
Then fill the bowl ! be merry while ye may ! 
Let's make the most of life ! Up, fill the bowl ! 
And let it flow ! ' "— 

** Ay ! let the current flow," — 
The stranger interupfced — *' let it flow ! 
And when the cup is empty, say what then % 
I know the world has captivating charms, 
Pleasure and Vice with plausible pretext 
Would win the heart, and when the holier voice 
Of truth and purity would interpose. 
Then there are whisperings of a compromise, — 
Delusive whisperings ! Dash the cup aside 
Which carnal Pleasure proflers thee to drink ! 
Oh ! I could tell a tale " — the old man paused — 
** But let it pass — Oh ! I could talk to those 
Who thoughtless fain would tread the giddy round 
Of dissipation, like the summer bee 
Flitting from flower to flower, with noisy hum, 
Dipping its beak into each fragrant chalice 
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To steal the imprisoned honey, — who would fain 
Taste every proffered cup, though poison lurked 
Within its beaded depths, — yet in whose hearts 
The lingering echo of another voice, 
Not dead though often silenced, speaketh still 
Of something undefined, nobler and grander 
Than mundane pleasure, they are scarce content 
To venture all for either, vice and virtue 
Are such extremes, — is there no middle way. 
No neutral ground between the two extremes, 
Wherein the soul may vibrate, pendulum-like, 
Between the two, keeping in friendly touch 
With either, corresponding with them both ? — 
Impossible ! Then take thy choice, oh man ! 
Stupendous issues hang upon thy choice. 
Far stretching down the years and marching on 
Where sweep the cycles of Eternity ! " 



** True," I replied, ** all true undoubtedly !^- 
But meanwhile must the floweret fade unplucked, 
The joy remain untasted, the desire 
Prompted by nature be for ever crushed^ — 
Is there no answer to the wordless prayer 
Which trembles in the bosom, pleading hard 
For peace, for satisfaction ? Why create 
A burning thirst, and not provide the stream 
Wherewith to quench it ? Why suggest the thought. 
And then cry ' Hold ! it is a sinful thing ! ' 
Why should the bird be caged, the eagle chained, 
The soul tied down, its energies restrained ? 

Many and dark the problems which disturb 
The equilibrium of life. The frosts 
Which coldly quench the opening buds of hope. 
The storms which lay one's dearest projects low. 
The tyranny, the falsehood, the neglect. 
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The whims of Fortune, the eclypse of joy, 

The wreck, the battle, death, the darksome grave, 

The shore beyond untrod by mortal feet ! " 

'* Listen ! " my stranger friend at once replied, 
^ Listen, oh man ! weaving thy web of life 
With seemingly the pattern all confused, — 
Th&rt is cmother side ! Listen, oh man ! 
Fretting thy anxious soul with vexing thoughts, 
What art thou but a shackled prisoner here, 
Confined, hemmed in by circumambient walla. 
The great, illimitable world beyond 
But faintly comprehended even in dreams ? 

Think of a child bom in a prison cell. 
Beared in its narrow precincts, growing up 
From youth to manhood ; never even allowed 
To recreate along a gravelly walk. 
Books, conversation, music, all denied, 
Only a stolid warder seen betimes. 
Only a little narrow grated window 
Through which with difiSculty steals the light 
With dim uncertain ray, — through which at times 
Wistfully peers that lonely prisoner. 
As springing up and hanging by the bars 
He gazes wonderingly, with weary heart. 
On what ? — A tiny strip of green, a wall, 
A yard or two of sky, and nothing more ! 
What knows he of the boundless universe 
Spreading in beauty round his prison home ? 
He never saw the flowers, the lakes, the glens. 
The mighty mountains, — never gazed upon 
The golden glory of the setting sun 
On yellow Autumn eve, nor heard the song 
Of gushing streams, nor thundering organ-pipes 
Of wild I^iagara, nor the weird moan 
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Of the deep ocean heaving to the moon ! 

Tet in his soul are speechless prophecies 

Of things as yet not seen ; — fain would he leap 

The barriers which surround him, and explore 

The unknown scenes which stretch in light beyond, 

Fanned by the wholesome breath of liberty. 

Even such art thou meanwhile, a prisoner, 
Oh, man ! within thy little house of clay. 
Panting for broader scenes, and fairer fields, 
And clearer light, — wistfully peering through 
Thy little grated window, wondering 
What scenes lie cradled in the vast Beyond, 
Asking unanswered questions. Thou must wait ! — 
The problems of thy life are only solved 
By looking far beyond the narrow bounds 
Which circumscribe thy walk ! The mysteries. 
The plans but half completed, the strange dreams 
Which haunt thy spirit in its musing moods. 
The mute unanswered yearnings of the soul. 
Capacities extending far beyond 
The near environment of touch and sense, ^ 
Say whence are these ? or whence this ardent thirst 
For streams that water not the plains of earth ? 

'Tis Immortality which solves the problem ! 
Oh, wondrous thought ! Man liveth but to die, 
And dyeth but to live again for ever ! 
Thy life is but a short probation term. 
And thou art disciplined to take thy station 
Where days and years shall be forgotten words, 
Where Faith and Hope, where Truth and Purity 
Shall reap a golden harvest, from the seed 
Sown even with tears, in Earth's cold nether spring,- 
Where Life's dark riddles in the light of God 
Shall have their satisfactory solution. 
And Love shall reign supreme ! " — 
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" But answer me," 
Rather impatiently I said, '' 'Tis well 
To talk of faith, and hope, and light, and love, 
To leave the past behind, and forward press 
To the dim future, stretching on before ; — 
But what of them, the hard facts of To-day ? — 
"What of the prosaic Present, sobered down 
By stem realities, which sorely try 
The noblest spirits ? — 'Tis an easy task 
To sound the cheerful lay when o*er our path 
The pleasant sunlight falls, flooding the soul 
With mellow visions bom in Summer hours ! — 
When scarce a cloud darkens the blue serene. 
And the light wind, from groves of spicy balm 
Comes wandering round us, whispering of peace ; — 
When Time, like a bright stream without a ripple. 
Flows on into the bosom of the Future 
In tranquil calm, — easy to sing songs then ! — 
When yellow Autumn has been crowned with plenty. 
And the glad farmer, with a laughing eye 
And thankful heart, from his snug parlour views 
Load after load of precious golden grain 
Safely deposited in bursting barns !— 
When after taking stock, the merchant prince 
Still finds his wealth increasing, and the ship, 
Long absent, tossing amid adverse winds. 
Comes safely home at last, entering the port, 
Full laden with the spoils of distant lands ! — 
When the unbroken family circles round 
The household fire, to burn, the Christmas log. 
And every eye gleams bright in the warm glow 
Of genial heat, and kindly words are breathed, 
And tales are told, and Youth, and Health, and Beauty 
Inspire a parent's heart with hope and pride ! — 
When every cheek is rosy as a peach. 
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And every limb responds in perfect tone, 

No dimness in the sight, no rheumatism, 

With torturing pangs, no secret gnawing care 

Casting its shadow o'er the thoughtful brow. 

It seems an easy task to strike the lyre 

And sing glad songs of jubilation then, — 

Songs in the sunlight ! — Ah ! but change the theme I 

Songs in the night ! Songs in the long, dark night 

Of sober shadow, or tumultuous gloom ! — 

Not quite so easy then ! When the fair world, 

Once clothed in beauty's garb, like a rich garden 

Studded with scented flowers, becomes transformed 

Into a waste and howling wilderness ! 

When one by one the springs of happiness 

Which gladdened every avenue of life. 

Winding through all the mazy labyrinths 

Of thought and feeling in the inmost soul 

Dry up, till nought, alas ! remains behind 

But the bare rocky channels, to remind us 

Of the glad singing streams that flowed therein ! — 

When in the clear horizon overhead 

Cloud after cloud comes gathering thick and fast, 

While the wind rises like an angry demon, 

Swelling into a desolating gale. 

Which, sweeping o'er the landscape of our beii^gi 

Destroys each hope, each opening bud of promise. 

And lays us prostrate on the barren ground ! — 

When Poverty, with lean cadaverous face. 

And Want, with shrinking form, and cold Neglect 

Enter the family circle, till the mother. 

With yearning heart, hears the vain cry for bread 

From famished lips, unable to respond, — 

Ah ! not so easy then to tune the voice 

And sing (with broken heart) songs in the night ! — 

When cruel Death with unrelenting hand 
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Invades our happy home, bearing away 

The treasures of the heart, the darling forms 

Dearer than life itself, and, amid sobs 

And bitter burning tears, we lay them down 

Into the darkness of the silent grave, 

Beneath the gowans, or the Winter snow ! — 

When times of sore depression haunt the soul, 

And a deep sense of awful loneliness 

Gomes creeping over us ! — When the sim sets 

Without the promise of a morning dawn, 

And every joy has vanished, till the heart 

Seems like a rifled casket, and we lie 

Low in the depths ! Oh, is it easy then 

To see that all is good and beautiful ! — 

Who could sing songs in nights as dark as these ? *' 



*' The song must then be given him from above ! 
Exclaimed, with kindly tones, my stranger friend. 
''Even as the diver, clad in curious garb. 
Descends into the chambers of the grave. 
Into the sunless caverns of the ocean. 
To search for buried treasure, — where no breath 
Can fan his pallid cheek, — ^yet in the deep 
He lives, and moves, and acts ! Do you ask how ? 
A Watchful eye, a careful hand overhead 
Transmits the subtle life-sustaining fluid 
Through skilfully connecting tube, and thus 
He breathes even there the vital breath of heaven. 

So must the song be given us from above, 
The key-note struck in heaven, and wafted down 
In holy tones of sympathy and love, 
Soft trembling through the soul, till even with joy 
Faith lifts her harp, and breathes a holy song 
Of Resignation ! See !— Tis God thy Maker 
Who giveth songs, even in the darkest night, 



t> 
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Ay ! sweeter far than in the noon of day ! 

Hark ! Listen to those strains of wondrous music 

Which ring out glad and clear in Philippi 

At midnight's silent hour, from the deep depths^ 

The coldness, and the darkness, and the damp 

Of a low prison cell ! Who are the singers ? — 

Men with bleeding backs, and aching bones, 

Feet in the stocks, disgrace and death their lot ; 

Tet through the midnight air the sweet song swells 

Melodious and jubilant, till all 

The prisoners, waking, wonder at the sound. 

There was a Presence in that lonely cell. 
Which bolts and bars were powerless to exclude ; 
A Presence, symbolised by him of old 
Who, when the moody melancholy spirit 
Sat brooding in the troubled mind of Saul, 
Came with his wondrous harp, and sweetly played 
Until the monarch was himself again. 

Oh Jesus ! David's Son and David's Lord ! 
Thou comest o'er the troubled waves of life, 
And the rude storm is changed into a calm ! 

There is a spring of peace which never fails, 
A well whose cooling waters ne'er run dry, 
A light which pales not with the setting sun, 
A joy which tears of sorrow cannot quench, — 
Courage faint-hearted one ! 'Tis God thy Maker 
Who giveth songs, even in the darkest night." 

Thus we talked on, until serener thoughts 
Possessed the troubled spirit, — till our hearts 
Began to bum within us, as we tned 
To unravel the strange tangled skein of life. 
And thus discoursing, we were scarce aware 
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That evening's long-drawn shadows had begun 
To deepen in the woods. Through opening rifts 
Among the green old trees, most beautiful 
Appeared the golden sunset, the still lake 
Ileflected back the peaceful smile of Heaven. 
Deep in the hazel thicket sung the thrush 
A graceful love- song to its listening mate, 
While other birds took up the roundelay. 

We left our quiet retreat, my stranger friend 
Leading the way down to the water's edge 
Prepared to part at parting of the ways, — 
But see what comes ! A happy boating party 
Glides o'er the silver waters. Little care 
Darkens those happy hearts, nor would I wish 
To mar their youthful happiness, as home 
They downward steer their course with graceful swing 
Bending their bodies to the flashing oars, 
Flooding the air with music ! Happy band ! 
Glide on ! It would be sacrilege to cast 
A shadow prematurely o'er your sky ! 
Hark to their song ! How wonderfully clear 
Across the water floats each syllable ! 
Shall we repeat the strain, and thus impart 
A livelier tone to mingle with the grave 
And sombre musings of our eventide ? — 
Their voices haunt me still, — 'Twas thus they sung : — 

Row ! Row ! steadily row ! 
Swift o'er the silver lake we go ! 
Sweeping along by isle and strand. 
Gently row 1 we're a happy band. 
Sing we ! Sing we a merry song. 
As the echoes the dying notes prolong. 
Hark ! how they linger in yon green dell. 
Where the Pilgrim kneels by the holy well ? 
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Bow ! Bow ! steadily row ! 
The sun is up, and away we go. 

Bow ! Row ! steadily row ! 
Where the floating water-lilies grow, 
Where the wild-duck gambols all the day, 
And the sunbeam gilds the starry spray ; 
Where the otter haunts the cavemed ledge 
Of shelving rock, at the water's edge ; 
Where the speckled salmon swims about, 
And the bright fly tempts the leaping trout ! — 

Bow ! Bow ! steadily row ! 

The sun is up, and away we go ! 

Row ! Row ! steadily row ! 

For hot the burning sunbeams glow. 

Or stay ! let us anchor for a while 

At the base of yonder rocky pile. 

For I smell the breath of the eglantine. 

And the woods all trellised with sweet woodbine ; 

We will gather ferns, and mosses old. 

With leaves and flowers of curious mould. 

Bow ! Bow ! steadily row ! 

The sun is shining, away we go. 

Row ! Row ! steadily row ! 
The day is passing, the night comes slow. 
O'er the lake is wafted a cooling breeze. 
Like a heavenly spirit whispering ''Peace," 
And the song is hushed, and the heart is still. 
For better feelings our bosoms thrill, 
And we breathe a prayer to the Power above, 
As we think of home and youth and love. 

Bow ! Row ! steadily row ! 

The sun is setting, away we go. 
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''God speed the happy souls on their bright way 
Along the stream of life ! Bat now, Good-night/' 
Bxdaimed my aged friend. '' Some other eve 
Perchance we'll meet again i — my favourite walk 
Is o'er that hill, or down by yonder well, 
Which some call holy, many a time I stoop 
Beside its crystal waters, to inhale 
A draught refreshing, then pursue my way 
Along the lake's green margin, to my home. 
Some other evening we'll resume our theme. 
And help each other o'er the broken stiles 
On life's rough by-paths, — until then, Good-night 1 " 



PART II. 

Casual Aoquaintanceship— TTnion of Hearts though severed bodily— The Stream 
of life— The Bitter before the Sweet— Marah—Elim— Backward Looks— Be- 
grets— The Master and the Flowers— Memories of Home— Leavixig the things 
whidi are behind— The Lighthouse lamp in front 

Into the silent shade from whence he came, 

Into the silent shade he passed away, 

I never saw him more ! My stranger friend 

Lives only in my memory, though oft 

I waited watching by the holy well 

To see his form erect, to hear his voice. 

Whose kindly tones still linger in my ear : 

'* Good-night ! " he gently said, then passed away. 

Nameless ! unknown ! — a king incognito ! 

Into the greenwood path from whence he came. 

Thus do we meet and part in this strange world, 

We say *' Good-night ! " at parting of the ways 

To meet no more ! Pilgrims and strangers here, 

We come and go across each others paths. 
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Mixing and mingling on the broad highway, 
We linger talking in the noiseless shade, 
On some quiet eve, with mutual interest, 
Warming each others hearts, till night sets in 
And then regretfully we say, " Good-night ! " 
And never say ** Good-morrow '* afterwards ! 
Their spirits seem to haunt us, as we pass 
The self -same spot. We almost hope to hear 
Their kindly greeting, — ^heard, alas ! no more. 

Pleasant it is when kind, congenial souls, 
Though far removed by hills, or ocean's waves. 
Can still unite in friendly intercourse. 
Meeting in heart and thought. — Thus have I felt 
Full many a time (who has not felt the same ?). 

One night I wandered lonely by the shore 
Which westward bounds the wide Atlantic deep ; 
The stars shone overhead, cold, calm, and clear, — 
Those stars which seem the glory seeds of Heaven, 
Gamming the sapphire fields. But tho' the scene 
Was beautiful, — a picture framed in gold. 
Fit to be hung in hall of memory 
With other treasured gems, — yet I was lonely, 
Lonely, because alone ! Three thousand miles 
Of angry water tossed between my soul 
And those I cared for, — those who cared for me. 
"Fool thus to talk ! " — (an inward voice replied. 
And as I listened, softer fell the light 
From the clear stars) — These snowy-crested waves 
Divide alone our gross material parts ; 
They cannot sever loving hearts that beat 
In sweet harmonious union with each other ; 
We still in faith and love can blend our prayers 
Around one mercy seat, where sits enthroned 
" OxTS Fatheb," we His dear, accepted children 
In Hdi, Emmanuel, our Elder Brother. 
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So, whether shine the stars in cloudless glory, 
Or darkest night brood o'er our troubled path ; 
Whether *mid thorns our wearied steps we trace, 
Or fragrant flowers adorn our tranquil way ; 
By faith we still can turn our upward gaze 
And hear the voice : ** Lo, I am with you always," 
Until our hearts respond : ** Thy will be done." 

Friends of my youth ! friends of my riper years ! 
Our spirits blend in spite of hills that rise. 
And watery wastes that frown in storm between. 
Then let the winds blow, and the gales howl, 
And let the waves climb moon ward to the sky ; 
Let Winter don his ermine robes of snow. 
Or Summer, like a queen patrol the earth 
Arrayed in gorgeous loveliness, so be it ^ 

We prove not traitors to the sovereign trust 
High Heaven has put upon us. So be it 
That time, nor space, shall freeze our heart's affections. 
Or change to coldness Friendship's kindly smile. 

My thoughts flow rambling ! like a wandering stream,. 
Sometimes in darkling shade, unvisited 
Even by a straggling sunbeam, then again 
Flashing in beauty, like a living thing. 
Bright in the noontide blaze, it bounds along 
The green luxuriant vale, or quietly glides 
With golden shimmer 'neath the watchful moon. 

Thus in alternate light and shade, my thoughts 

Pursue their devious way ; — now lingering 

Beside a new-made grave, treading a maze 

Of tangled doubts and fears, until emerging 

Into i^e calmer light of faith and hope 

They flow exultingly, in cheerful song. 

Oh, winding stream of life ! why should thy coarse 

F 
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Be dark and rough and troubled ! flowing on 

Through sunless caves, and dreary barren wilds, 

Fretting amid opposing rocks and boulders 

Till near thine ocean bed ? Why should thy stream 

For some be bright, its borders fringed with flowers, 

It's path illumined by the smile of Heaven, 

For others cheerless as the stagnant tarn 

In a lone moorland waste ? Hard problem this ! 

And yet, read in the light of sober thought 

Or careful observation, not so hard. 

Oh ! could we sit us down and talk awhile 

With the sweet maid Contentment ! Could we rest 

Quiet in the thought that, somehow, amid all 

The intricate confusion, there is One 

Who understands, controls, and governs all. 

Who, from the inharmonious din and strife 

Of Life's huge workshop, in His wondrous love 

And wisdom, can evolve the sweetest music. 

Turning the discord into harmony ! — 

Patience, oh man ! nor prematurely judge ! 

We are but broken fragments of a whole 

And needs must work, and wait, and toil, and trust, 

In the calm sunlight, or the noon of night. 

As duty calls, or prudence points the way. 

This solves the problem ! Thus the wintry storms 

Are nursling parents to the summer's bloom, 

And from the night's dark womb is bom the day, — 

The wholesome bitter yields the fragrant sweet, 

€k)d leads his children by the wormwood springs 

Of Marah, till they rest in Elim's shades, 

Or by still waters in the Holy Land ! 

I sometimes think of Marah, — the whole tale 
Is worth repeating, from that wondrous day, 
That bright and brilliant day, when Israel, 
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Moved onward from the Bed Sea's surging tide, 
No longer slaves to a capricious master, 
No longer groaning 'neath a galling yoke, 
But breathing life and freedom. Thus they struck 
The clanging timbril, as with choral songs, 
Like some victorious army, on they moved, 
Egypt behind, and Canaan's goodly land 
Stretching unseen before. The cloudy pillar 
In silent grandeur stole along the plain. 
And when at eve the god of day went down. 
Then glowed the mystic symbol, lighting up 
The arid desert with the fires of God ! 

Three days the ransomed host marched on, until 
From parched and fevered lips, from fainting hearts, 
Arose the cry for water. The hot sun 
Burned in a cloudless sky, while underneath 
The scorching sand intensified the craving 
For water — ** Give us water, or we die ! " 
Soon in the distance shone the silver sheen 
Of the bright cooling liquid. How they ran. 
With mad-like haste, to slake their burning thirst ! 
Behold them stooping, while the light of joy 
Gleams from glad eyes ! — But wherefore do they start, 
Disgust and sorrow in each countenance ? 
Ah me ! 'twas Marah ! Bitter ! So they turned 
In angry disappointment, ruefully 
Complaining of their aggravated ills, 
The sparkling cup of joy just at their lips, 
Then dashed in broken fragments to the ground ! 

But He who opened through the swelling flood 
A wondrous path miraculous, in love 
Sweetened the brackish water. Thus they drank, 
Then journeyed on, until they came to Elim, 
Where by its cooling wells, beneath the shade 
Of its green spreading palms, delightfully 
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They pitched their tents, encamping by the waters. 

Full many a Marah spring of bitterness 
Wells up deceitfully in life's wilderness. 
We sigh for pleasure, murmuring betimes 
Because our lot seems hard ; impatiently 
We long for sordid comfort, thirsting still 
For Earth's poor broken cisterns, which can yield 
No solid satisfaction to the soul ; 
Even the bright cup we so much coveted 
With thought unsanctified, — the joy we dreamed of 
With sinful, selfish heart, — the pictured bliss 
Dissolves, alas ! in tears of disappointment, — 
The fancied draught Elysian, is transformed 
Into a Marah-spring of bitterness. 
Patience, oh Pilgrim through a desert world ! 
Patience, ye footsore weary wanderers ! 
Life hath its Marahs, — but they can be sweetened 
By drops exuded from the tree of life ; 
The sorrow, sanctified, will end in joy, 
Until, with chastened spirit, you pursue 
The onward, even thbugh winding path of duty. 
Content to follow where Jehovah leads. 
March on, oh ransomed hosts ! there are green spots 
Of holiness, and waters quiet and still 
Even in this desert world. The bitter cup 
Will prove a source of genuine satisfaction 
Easting in Elim's calm sequestered shades 
Beside the palm trees, and salubrious wells 
Of sweet contentment, on the way to heaven ! — 
March on ! nor look regretfully behind, 
Nor march with muffled drums ! let the band play 
The Hallelujah chorus, as ye move 
On through the desert, to the Holy Land ! 

How prone are we to linger on the Past, 
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Forgetting all the pain, viewing alone 

What in the hazy distance seems all fair, 

Fairer by far than the rough homely path 

We tread upon at present. Thus the man 

Grown hoary with accumulated years 

Talks of his boyhood days, ere grief and care 

Had ploughed deep furrows on his wrinkled brow, — 

Golden the sunsets then ! the very flowers 

Yielded a sweeter fragrance, the whole world 

Seemed but a great and glorious picture-book 

Kead in the witching sunlight of romance. 

raven hair grown silver ! wherefore sit 

And dream about the Past ? Leave it behind ! 

Press onward to the everlasting youth, 

The strength unfading, the substantial joys 

Of Immortality, which lie before. 

And ye who backward gaze with rueful look 
0*er years of folly, crooked wanderings 
Along forbidden paths of sin and shame, 
Stm pressing onwards to the very brink 
Which frowns o'er Ruin's melancholy sea, — 
Whose sleepless hours are haunted by the ghosts 
Of heartless wrongs committed ; — unforgiven, 
Horrid they rise, foreboding retribution, 
Weird prophets of a judgment yet to come ! 
Dimly along the sounding corridors 
Where Memory has her home, they stalk along, 
Unwelcome visitors ! — ^Ye whose dark lives 
Are written in mysterious lines of guilt 
Which tears can never cancel, — vain the thought 
That time will purge the record from the book. 
And wash away the stains unsanctified ! 
Yet the accusing record may be purged, 
The unwelcome phantoms slain, the holy hours 
Between the night and morning visited 
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By restful slumber, bom of quiet Peace I 

Then wherefore still in self-accusing mood 

Dwell on the bitter Past ? Go bury it 

In the deep ocean of forgiving love, 

And onward march to brighter scenes in front. 

And ye who fain would linger lovingly 
To water even with tears the evergreens 
Planted where Youth and Beauty found a grave ! — 
Whose memory reverts to other days, 
Peopling the void with absent forms and faces. 
And voices long since hushed, till quietly thus 
Musing beside the fire, a blinding mist 
Comes o*er the eyes, and deep, unspoken yearnings 
Of hope and love, flow tide-like through the soul, — 
Dreams of the past, yet prophecies as well, 
Which to the future point ! Oh ! leave the dead 
In the kind bosom of the silent Past, 
And hopeful look for better things Before. 
The flowers which blossom in eternity 
Are sown often with bitter tears in time. 
While those we mourn as lost, have only gone 
In front of us, our coming to await. 

One summer morn, delightfully I strolled 
Along the walks, and smooth enamelled sward, 
Within a garden, gemmed with richest floweis. 
The careful gardener, filled with honest prido, 
Descanted on the variegated charms 
Distinguishing his treasures. I remarked. 
He spoke of them as if they were his own. 
Meanwhile they it?ere not, — his alone the charge 
To plant, to water, to preserve from harm. 
To nurse the opening bud, to trim the plants, 
With tenderest care, and ready thoughtful skill. 
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One peerless gem in the full flush of beauty 
Especially he praised. How I admired 
Its faultless symmetry ! No human pencil 
Could limn its softened shades. It seemed a thing 
Too beautiful for earth's dull atmosphere, 
Bom rather from the Arcadian groves of Heaven. 
Long time I lingered, and the following day 
I brought a kindred soul to view the flower — 
Alas ! It was not there ! Its place was vacant, 
Gone ! — I felt disappointed, — Gone ! and where ? — 
Calling the kind old gardener, I enquired : 
Where is my queen of flowers ? — 

"Yonder!" he said, 
Pointing to where the stately mansion rose 
Half hidden 'mid the trees. Then he continued : 
''Last night the master came into the garden 
To see his flowers. Gazing with admiration, 
He chose a few, the fairest, saying only : — 
" Take these into my lady's drawing room, 
'^And this one too" — then quietly walked away. 
And thus it comes, the gem you praised so much 
Is now enshrined within a crystal vase. 
Grazed on by lovely eyes, amid the gold. 
And costly splendour of the drawing-room. 
A picture this, I said, of human life ! 
So does the Heavenly Master come betimes 
And walk among His flowers ; till, seeing some 
Too fair and delicate to blossom here. 
Too fragile for the wintry storms of Time, 
They are transplanted from earth's thorny soil 
To flourish in a more congenial clime. 

Oh ! ye who weep in silence for the forms 
Of loved ones passed away. Voices now mute 
Once full of sweetest music* Memories 
That linger round the heart and shed sweet fragrance. 
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Like scented blossoms in the dewy eve, — 

Look up ! They are not dead ! Call it not Death, 

When the frail, cherished flowers of earth are taken 

To grace the palace of the King above. 

To bloom for evermore in Paradise ! 

Then wherefore look regretfully behind 
With memory's tearful gaze, while Faith and Hope 
With clear, long-sighted vision, ever point 
To scenes celestial, stretching on before ? 

Yet I who sing reproachfully of those 
Whose minds are stored with metnories of the past, 
Visions of eld, cherished in spite of all 
The grander, broader visions opening up 
With life's advancing years, — and who would fain 
Kecall them from the irrevocable past 
To live them o'er again, — I have my moods, 
When, musingly, in place of looking forward, 
As sober Wisdom points, I backward gaze 
With moist reluctant eye, with lingering look, 
To visions lustred by the sun of youth. — 
Thoughts rise unbidden, memories awake 
From their long sleep of years, some chord is touched^ 
Which vibrates through the soul, — perchance a song, 
Warbled in bygone years by some dear friend 
Long dead, though not forgotten, or mayhap 
The fragrance wafted from some clover- field 
May so afifect the soul that's sensitive, — 
May touch us so, that, from beneath our feet 
The ground seems swept away, we live again 
Among the scenes and forms, which gave to life 
Its magic charm in the dim long ago ! 
Thus are we played upon, as the wind harp 
By light- winged breezes. It was but last night. 
Ere twilight's glow had deepened into darkness, 



Problems of Life. 89 

I took a quiet walk by the river side 

To see the sun go down. It was an eve 

Of rarest loveliness, — the streamlet flowed 

Clear as a polished mirror,— in its depths 

Reflected waved the trees, while from afar 

I heard the cawing of the rooks around 

An old baronial tower. These rooks awoke 

A curious train of thought, which travelled back 

O'er years of anxious toil, o'er plains and seas 

Stretching between, — and as I quietly watched 

The purple sunset on the distant hills. 

Unbidden rose before me other scenes, 

Remote from present view, — my fancy there 

Limned the whole picture ! Down from Loudoun Hill, 

From near thy lonely battle plain, Drumclog, 

To Irvine's sounding bar ! I saw a stream 

For ever linked with childhood's earliest songs. 

For ever sacred as a scripture name, 

Deep graven on my heart ! It floweth not 

Where mountain heights in gloomy grandeur rise. 

Frowning o'er rugged glens,— its path is peace, 

Its wavelets kiss the flowery-margined fields 

Where village children play, while by its side 

Beneath the evening star, the sighing youth 

Breathes his warm tale of love into the ear 

Of budding womanhood ; while all day long 

Within the neighbouring woods, carol the birds. 

What time the primrose opes her starry eye 

Li early spring, till the last woodland gem 

Lies buried 'neath pale Autumn's fallen leaves. 

Sweet Irvine water ! Fairer streams I've seen, 
And greener hills, it may be, yet my song 
Wells out spontaneous, when thy cherished name 
Falls like the memory of some cradle song 
Upon my spell-bound ear. Oh ! I have walked, 
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And played, and dreamed, and sung, and wept, and laughed 

Upon thy rural banks a thousand times. 

And skimmed thy frozen surface, in the days — 

The golden years that were. Then early Fancy 

Awoke to dreams of bliss in Loudoun woods 

Among the hyacinths, while overhead. 

Where towered the grand old trees, the cawing rooks 

Kept talking to each other. Many an hour 

IVe wandered happy in those plantain shades, 

Breathing the perfume of the affluent boughs 

Crowning the winding colonade of trunks 

Mossy and wreathed with ivy, while around. 

The hazel-nuts hung brown, the leaves shone yellow. 

The watercress waved green along the course 

Of the pure silver brook, winding in shade 

Beneath the nodding ferns. How I explored 

Each unfrequented path, losing myself 

'Mong dens of bramble -berries, where the hare. 

And tim'rous rabbit gambolled, through the hours 

Of pleasant sunlight. And thou too, Burnawn ! 

Along thy rockier course I saw thee winding ! 

My memory pictured every jutting crag. 

Each wave-worn cave, each tumbling waterfall, 

From thy lone home far up among the heath. 

Until at length thy sweetly singing tide 

Blends with the silvery Irvine. Have I not 

With dear companions, sought thy every shade, 

Bathed in thy limpid flood, explored thy woods, 

Trod thy green hills, and heard the plover scream 

Among the heather bells, where first thy waters 

Leap flashing in the light, romantic bum ! 

Strange that 'mid all the wanderings to and fro, 
Li other lands, 'mong fair and lovely scenes. 
By river side, or where old ocean moans 



Problems of Life. 91 

By frowning headlands, — still the heart returns 
To the dear village home among the hills, 
And to the woods, and to the well-known walks, 
Linked with the thousand memories of youth. 



*Tis gone ! nor would I call the vision back, 
Save only as a passing memory 
Cherished a moment in some leisure hour, — 
Long since I've learned to leave the past behind, 
And turn with faith and hope to fairer scenes 
Stretching unseen to mortal eye in front. 
This lesson learned I once, and when dark thoughts, 
And doubts, and fears, and problems hard to solve, 
Would cloud my soul's horizon, I look back 
And think of it. Let me in homely phrase 
Relate the circumstance : — 



One night— in was a dark and moonless night— 
I saOed from Dublin, bound for Holyhead, 
On the rough Cambrian coast. Well I remember 
How, floating down the Lififey, and outside 
Beyond the bar, we watched the twinkling lights 
Scattered along the fast receding shore — 
The crescent shore which curved along the bay 
From Malahide to Wicklow's mountains green. 
Some on the deck stood pensive ; seemingly 
Their thoughts kept wandering backward, lingering stiU 
Around the dear old home, and the loved forms 
Li some snug cabin 'mong the emerald hills, 
Beyond the swiftly intervening waves. 
With them I stood and watched the lessening lights 
Li the dim distance, till the last one paled 
And gradually faded from the vision ; 
Then all seemed darkness, every light gone out ! 
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"Good-bye, old Erin's ocoan-girdled isle," 

I mentally exclaimed, *' thy hills so fair, 

Thy verdant vales, thy kindly dark-eyed maids, 

And quick, impulsive sons — no more ! adieu ! " 

And so, reluctantly I turned away 

From the old land, now wrapt in shades of night. 

I turned my onward gaze from the dark west 

To orient east, " leaving the things behind. 

And reaching out to those which were before," 

When lo ! in front, like some clear guiding star, 

A light shone brightly, gleaming thro' the darkness 

Along our liquid pathway, beckoning on 

To the safe harbour of our destination. 

A beacon star ahead ! A light in front ! 

Oh, sweet, suggestive thought ! As one by one 

The lamps along the shore behind died out. 

The clearer lights in front began to dawn, 

Pointing the entrance into Holyhead. 

Welcome, strong Lighthouse, with thy gleaming lamp, 
I thank thee for the message thou hast flashed 
Across the midnight wave. Even thus I trust 
It may be so with me, in the dim eve 
When Death's cold shadows steal around my path. 
And one by one the lamps of life die out — 
The flickering lamps of human love and friendship. 
Which gild the fast receding shores of Time. 
Then, as I turn my wondering, tearful gaze 
From earth's poor glow-worm torches burning dim 
With sad funereal ray ; from scenes dissolving ; 
From forms and voices fading — dying — gone ! 
Oh, may I see the beacon light ahead. 
The roseate dawn of Glory and of Heaven ! 
The morning-star lights of eternity ! 
Pointing the entrance into that calm harbour, 
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Where storms ne'er blow, where never sets the sun. 
So shall life's spring hours into Summer bloom, 
It's ripening day expand into a noon 
For ever brightening. All the brooding fears, 
And puzzling doubts, and problems intricate, 
Shall melt away, as melt the darkening clouds 
"When morning floods the waking world with dawn. 



PART III. 



Peace— The Dew— The World a poor Master— Another Master— True Piety — 
Death transflgured- Eldorado — Sketch of rural Life—" No night there "—A serene 
height— The Sool'a Harbour— The promises ol God— How to gain the Victory- 
Calm after Storm— Mom without Night. 

Along the lake's green margin once again 

I walk reflective. 'Tis the Autumn now, 

A flush of glory tints the affluent woods. 

The wind comes wandering o'er the sunburnt hills 

Sweet with the fragrance of the dying flowers. 

But I am happier now ! Serener thoughts 

Flow tranquil through my soul, the night is passed. 

The night of wandering doubt and boding fear, 

No longer do I tread a mazy wild 

Of puzzling problems, — I have found the key 

To solve the darkest riddles, I can sing 

Even in the night-time now. Wake up, my soul ! 

Life in its better aspects I would view. 

Life sanctified, illumined by the rays 

Which emanate from Heaven's Empyrean, 

From where the emerald rainbow circles round 

The throne sublime of the Invisible ! 

Down from the willows of despondency 

Which droop o'er Sorrow's melancholy stream 
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I'll take my harp, and in exulting strains 
Sing like yon wildbird at the break of day. 

Life is not dark, but full of glorious meaning ! 
Here where I saunter 'mong these broomy knolls, 
With God and Nature round me, comes the light 
With healing bahn, into my opening heart. 
The clouds have passed away, while quiet peace 
Falls, like the gentle dew, with healing shower 
Upon the silent bosom of the earth. 
Beautiful dew ! Child of the shady eve ! 
Nurse of the sleeping flowers ! Breath of the dawn ! 
No poison mingles with thy properties I 
And tho' thou fallest on the rankest weed, 
Or most obnoxious herb, thou art unstained. 
Starry and pure as W^en thy liquid gems 
Hang on the virgin forehead of the mom. 
Beautiful dew ! So falls the peace of God 
On the expanding heart, till what was dead 
Throbs with a new-bom life, and what was dark 
Grows luminous with day, doubts disappear, 
While happiness subdued, like a quiet rill, 
Flows through the inmost soul. 

Oh, tell me not 
About the world's proud promises, her smile 
Li younger years had almost won my heart; 
But though alternate light and shade have marked 
My devious path, — though Fortune's fickle sun 
Has many a time deceived me, yet the world. 
With all its charms, has never been my lord ! 
I may have offered incence at her shrine 
In thoughtless moments, following the crowd ; 
Along the outer courts of my soul's temple. 
Among its cloisters, thieves have made their den, 
The world has promenaded, scheming often 
To gain its inner, holier sanctuary, — 
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But though sore tried, and hard beset with doubts, 
And half inclined to yield the citadel, 
Another power still gained the victory, 
Forcing the false invader to retreat. 

Capricious master thou, uncertain world ! 
Smiling when fortune smiles, and flattering sweetly 
When the bright rays of warm prosperity 
Ornate our walk ; but when adversity, 
With countenance sedate, and solemn look, 
Crosses our path, where are thy luring smiles 
Thy honeyed promises, thy pledges ? — Gone ! 
Broken and forfeited ! Hard master thou. 
Selfish unfaithful world ! False to thine own ! 
Requiting even with frowns the unfortunate, 
Who in their palmier days acknowledged thee 
Their lord and sovereign, they thy vassal slaves ! 
Now like some broken vessal flung aside. 
Their love unpaid, their loyalty forgot, 
Some fawning favourite of the passing hour 
Sits in their place, and they are castaways ! 
Oh, hard, hard world ! There is another Master, 
Who will not thus requite the humble soul 
That does Him homage, there is one whose heart 
Can sympathise, whose ready hand can help. 
Who reads the secret springs of thought and action. 
Knows every yearning, hears the wordless prayer 
Which trembles on the scarcely moving lip. 
And answers it in love, — who in the hour 
Of solitude and brooding care, can come 
And lead thee by the hand to springs of joy 
Which wind among green pastures, undiscemed 
By the rude worldling, turning thus thy night 
Into the pure dawn of a better day ! 

What compensation can the world afford 
In the drear hour of trial, when the soul 
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Stands trembling on the border-land of death ? 

Alas for human consolation then, 

If that be all ! Can pomp or pride assuage 

The spirit's quenchless thirst, or turn away 

The hand that grapples for life's quivering cords ? 

In such an hour as that virtue is strength ! 

The love that comes from God, the sacred voice 

Of a clear conscience, are invincible 

In power sublime to nerve the feeblest heart, 

And crown with peace the wrinkled brow of Care. 

Whatever scenes diversify our lot 
Pure-minded Piety, with gentle sway 
Can breathe tranquility, imparting balm 
To heal the wounded spirit, smoothing down 
The heights and hollows of a troubled life, 
Gilding with starry hope the shady path 
Of dim obscurity, lighting a lamp 
Down in the inner chamber of the soul 
By light of which we learn to read and solve 
Life's darkest problems, or have grace to wait 
Content in heart, leaving them still unsolved. 
Oh, happy such ! though poor their outward lot. 
Who, wedded to Integrity and Honour 
Bask in the smile of Heaven ! I'd rather be 
The meanest pauper in a workhouse bed, 
God in my soul, and heaven in front of me. 
Than wear a gleaming coronet of power. 
It's gold unsanctified by grace divine. 
I'd rather thus, though dark should be my night, 
And life's material comforts scant and few, 
Walk in the light of God, leaving behind 
The uncertain phantom lights of human love 
And fame and folly, pressing onward still 
In the dim starlight, to the goal in front ! — 
And as the sailor, tossed on moonless seas. 
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Nearing the longed-for shore, peers thro' the gloom 
To catch perchance the distant glimmering rays 
Of the lone lighthouse lamp, — so would I watch 
The light in front, leading me onward still 
O'er stormy seas, to the calm hills of God. 

Well may we thank the wondrous love, which has 

Brought life and immortality to light. 

Not leaving us to grope uncertainly 

Through a dark tunnel. Death has been transformed 

Into an angel clad in shining robes, 

Who comes with noiseless step, and quiet breath, 

To close the weary eyes, and gently blow 

The flickering candle out I — a solemn hush 

Steals through the darkened room, — marble the brow 1 

Voiceless the lip ! silent the throbbing heart I 

Mortal has put on immortality ! — 

The soul, the moving spring of life and thought, 

Has joined the still mysterious cavalcade 

For ever marching to the morning land. 

Where rise QubHme the far untrodden heights 

Of God's eternity. Time like a stream, — 

An unknown, tinkling, unambitious stream, — 

^sing itself in some vast boundless ocean. 

Thus quietly falls into the shoreless depths 

Of never ceasing life. There the rapt soul. 

Which once delighted in the beautiful 

Though fading forms of nature, looking further. 

From the created ^o the uncreated, 

Shall find its own green Eldorado, where 

The burning aspirations of its nature 

No longer mute, confined, shall realise 

Their full expression and complete response ; 

The soul, unburdened, uncontrolled, shall soar 

With swift alacrity, up the steep heights 

G 
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Of love and holiness, for ever nearing 
The glory and the grandeur, and the light 
Circling the awful throne of Deity. 
And thus shall sterling worth at last be crowned, 
And patient hope receive her due reward, 
And weary eyes that closed in darkness here, 
As Death's long shadows gathered round the soul. 
Shall open in the undying light of God, 
Where suns shall never set ! 

This autumn eve 
With evening's purple gloamin' on the lake, 
Hecalls to mind a simple incident 
Congenial to our theme, illustrative 
€>f innocence in life, of hope in death, 
Glory and joy in immortality ; 
There's nothing wonderful about the story, 
'Tis but an artless sketch of rural life 
True to the letter, I would fain record 
In language unadorned, the touching tale : — 

It was a beautiful autumnal evening, 
I had been out all day, and now the sun 
Shone red in the far west, the clouds were bathed 
In golden glory round the djring day,— 
But I was weary, and had lost my way. 
Nor cared to linger, though the scene was fair, 

Anxious to find the nearest pathway home, 
I bent my steps to a neat cottage door, 
And gently rapping, scarce had time to breathe 
The evening perfume of the closing flowers 
Which clustered round the porch, when it was opened 
By a staid woman with a gentle face. 
And eyes replete with tenderness and love 
Softened by sorrow, 'twas a face once seen 
Not easily forgotten. Delicacy 
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Prevented my intrusion, I but asked 

My homeward way, and lingered at the porch 

To praise her neat trimmed borders filled with flowers, 

Until she frankly said : ** Perhaps you're tired, 

Come in and rest a moment, you are welcome." 

Gladly I entered, and in conversation 

Drew out the touching story of her life, 

A simple tale, devoid of all romance. 

Yet fairer than full many a web of fiction 

Woven by skilful hands. But time would fail 

To linger long upon the oft-told story. 

The story of a quiet and virtuous life, 

A loving, unobtrusive, simple life, 

A faithful, trusting, patient. Christian life, 

Hid from the world, but hid with Christ in Grod. 

One incident I record full of beauty. 
She was a mother wearing widow's weeds. 
For Death had been abroad among the fields 
And cut the ripened grain. Sons she had two : 
One married, living somewhere in the south, 
While one had formed a home in other lands 
Beyond the deep, — **I have a daughter too," 
She quietly said, then paused, and I beheld 
A curious light flooding her mellow eyes. 
Moistened with tears — '* I have a daughter too, 
Strange that I never think of her as dead ! 
A lovelier girl ne'er graced a happy home. 
She was a moving sunbeam ; but the bloom 
Died from the rosy cheek, she passed away 
In the full spring of life, and now her home 
Is where the summer blossoms never fade." 
'' Then she is dead ! " I thoughtlessly exclaimed. 
" Well, be it so," came back the prompt reply, 
" For me, I never think of her as dead ! " 
With that she rose, and from a drawer brought oat 
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A well known book, the sacred volume given 

To guide the enquiring Boul from earth to heaven, 

The last thing handled by her dying girl 

And placed upon her bosom, when its tide 

Had ceased to flow. I gazed upon the relic, 

And opening it, discovered 'mong the leaves 

A tiny curl of hair, a bright gold curl, 

Lying among the grand old Psalms of David ; 

Then turning to the cover of the book 

I found traced out in a weak trembling hand, 

Beneath a maiden name, these sacred words : 

'' There shall be no night there, they need no candle, 

Neither the light of sun,'* — the sentence stopped. 

" 'Tis beautiful," I said, and reverently 

Laid down the precious volume, mingling tears 

With her, whose feelings found relief in words : 

'^ I do not weep through sorrow, that is passed, — 

And yet long time I mourned, it seemed so hard 

To lose the best and loveliest, but I saw 

She was not made for earth, her fragile form 

Could never brave its storms : she pined away 

Almost unnoticed, I could scarce believe, 

Hoping even against hope, while neighbours came 

With tender sympathy and anxious looked. 

And whispered, and the doctor — kind old man — 

Revealed in softened tones the startling truth, 

Filling me with a strange foreboding fear, 

Of coming sorrow, unexpressed in words. 

It eame at last, — 'twas such a night as this, — 

My daughter seemed asleep, while I sat watching 

Here in the twilight dim, between the lights. 

Quietly I rose to trim the evening fire 

And dose the shutters, when my girl looked up 

And asked : ' Is this the morning ? ' ' No T I said, 

* Night's coming on ; you have been dreaming, child, 
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Wait till I light the lamp, it's getting dark ' — 
*" It is not dark ! surely the night is passed — 
O what a lovely mom ! Why, mother dear, 
The room is all ablaze with wondrous light. 
The night is passed ! it is the morning, mother ! ' 
Then gazing round with strange, unearthly look, 
As one spell-bound at some entrancing vision. 
Smiling ineffably, she stretched her hand : 

* Where is my Bible ? * — 'twas beside her bed. 
She motioned for a pen, and trembling wrote 
Upon its fly-leaf these suggestive words, 

' There shall be no night there ! ' then backward sunk 
Exhausted on her pillow, while sweet peace 
Lit up her features, and the whispered words : 

* It is the morning, mother,' filled my ears. 
With mystic meaning echoing through my heart 
Like far off music from another land. 

She fell asleep — I thought she only slept ! 

what a night was that ! The morning came 

And shone upon my fair girl's snowy shroud, 

And on her pale, cold brow, — her spirit breathed 

The calm unclouded atmosphere of heaven, 

Where noon shall never darken into night." 
****** 

1 went my way, the sun had now gone down, 
Eve sat enthroned upon the silent hills 
Crowned with a wreath of stars, while in my heart 
A sweet impression lingered. Oh, the joy 

Of looking forward to that fairer clime — 
The spirit's fatherland, where all the pure 
And beautiful in heart are congregated 
Beyond the wintry chills of earth and time I 
Meanwhile the present moment claims our thought, 
And present grace is given for present need. 
Our path may lead where mountain-passes frown 
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O'er vales impenetrable to the eye, 

Bat be it o'er rough hills, or weaiy seas, 

With confidence we can pursue our way 

Led by a higher hand. Oh, blessed thought ! 

Even when the wind blows turbulent, and we 

Seem tossed on adverse billows, there is One 

Who will not suffer us to be overwhelmed ! 

For He who walks unseen upon the wind, 

Who paints each flower, and sends the balmy dew 

Upon the tender herb, who delicately 

Imparts the fragrant odour to the rose. 

And feeds the wildbird whistling in the grove. 

He with a heart of love, a hand of power. 

Will smooth our onward path, and rim with gold 

The cloud that threatens wrath. Above the vale 

Where, deep in shades of night. Sorrow and Sin 

And Unbelief and Death in darkness brood. 

There swells a height serene, where chastened souls 

Walk as in Beulah's land. Beneath their feet 

Lie care, perplexity, distracting fear. 

The noisy tumult of a warring world. 

Above them spreads the cloudless firmament 

Bright with the smile of heaven, on either hand 

Green heights and hollows, watered by pure rills 

Which irrigate the vernal plains of heaven I 

And Faith may climb those heights, and Patience meek. 

And heavenly Wisdom. There may buoyant Youth, 

And Age with staff in hand, linger betimes 

In the calm shadow of the Rock of Ages, — 

There, gazing out upon the troubled sea 

Of earthly passion seething far below, 

The soul may commune with its inner self. 

Weighing aright the vanities of time 

In the impartial scales of rectitude, 

The pure, unsulliisd, radiant light of Truth 
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Beaming on all around, — the Present brightened, 

The Future glorious, the Past forgotten, 

Or but remembered as a vindication 

Of providential care and changeless love. 

There, on that higher standpoint, one may learn 

That life, like the material world around, 

Furrowed by hills and valleys, dreary wastes. 

And verdant spots of tranquil loveliness, 

Is thus diversified with sun and shade. 

It's hills of holy joy, its vales of tears. 

It's cooling streams, its fountains sometimes dry ; 

Were it all fair and bright and beautiful. 

All flowers and fragrance, we might sit us down 

Poor fruitless souls ! in dull inglorious ease. 

Contented with the comforts spread around, 

And dream till wakened by the touch of death. 

'Tis when the sea is rough, when skies overhead 
Are dark with threat'ning tempests, when the waves 
In thundering tones of fury, wildly lash 
The creaking timbers of the labouring ship. 
Then the lone mariner, with anxious heart, 
Sighs for some sheltered haven of repose, 
Where, riding safe at anchor, he could smile 
On the rude hurricane 1 Oh, Port of Heaven ! 
Oh, soul's safe resting place ! oh, home of peace 
Beyond the waves of death, which roll between ! 
Fair rise thy hills upon my wistful vision. 
Beckoning me onward, till I tread their heights. 

Sweet through the soul in such an hour as this 
Flow the rich promises of God, they rise 
Breathing of heaven's own fragrance, redolent 
With golden memories of the unburied past, — 
Crowning with hope the future still unborn ; — 
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Drops from the well, leaves from the tree of life ! 

Stars in the firmament of revelation ! 

Gems from the hand of God ! thoughts from His heart, 

Now framed in words of love, bequeathed to man, 

And handed down a legacy from heaven I 

These among myriads fertilize my soul : 

Bead them, oh man ! and in the hour of doubt, 

When puzzling problems vex thy anxious mind. 

Open the windows of thy better being 

And let the healing heavenly sunlight in, 

*' All the Lord's paths are truth and righteousness 

To such as keep His covenant." ** 1*11 bring 

The blind man by a way he knoweth not. 

And in soft paths that he hath never known," 

" Fear not, I have redeemed thee, thou art mine, 

I've called thee by thy name, and when thou passest 

Through the deep waters I will be with thee. 

And through the floods, they shall not overflow thee, 

I am the Lord thy God, the Holy One 

Of Israel, thy Saviour." " Sing, oh Heavens ! 

Be joyful, earth ! and break forth into song. 

Oh mountain ! God hath comforted His people, 

He will have mercy upon His afl&icted. " 

" The bruised reed He will not break, nor quench 

The feebly smoking flax." ** Come unto me 

All ye that labour, and are heavy laden. 

And I will give you rest. " " Thou wilt keep him 

In perfect peace, whose mind is stayed on Thee, 

Because he trusteth in Thee." '* For we know 

That all things work together for the good 

Of them that love Thee." Thus, " in all thy ways 

Acknowledge Him, and He'll direct thy paths." 

'* Like as a father pitieth his children. 

Even so the Lord doth pity them that fear Him, 

He knoweth well our frame, remembering ever 
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That we are dust." '' The Lord is on my side, 
I will* not fear what man may do to me." 
" Tea tho* I walk through the lone vale of death, 
Tet will I fear none ill, for Thou art there. 
With me. Thy rod and staff shall comfort me." 
'■ The ransomed of the Lord shall then return 
And come with songs to Zion, everlasting 
And heavenly joy shall be upon their heads. 
They shall obtain unclouded joy and gladness. 
Sorrow and sighing then shall flee away," 
The days of all their mourning shall be ended." 
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Oh ! for the faith of childhood, to receive 
The bright words winged with promise from on high, 
With simple trust, with holy confidence. 
And thus inspired with new-bom courage, face 
The stem realities of common life. 
Then could we contemplate with cheerfulness 
Life's solemn hour of dissolution, when 
The curtain dropping on this closing scene 
Would rise upon a fairer, when the soul, 
No longer caged, confined, would soar away 
Seeking the bosom of its father, God ! 
Thus Death itself were but the soul's birth-day 
Lite a pure and perfect blessedness 
Unending as the throne of Deity. 
The timorous eye of Doubt would then look up, 
And trembling Fear, with palpitating heart, 
And pensive Sorrow, clad in mourning weeds, 
Would rise arrayed with superhuman strength, 
And, as the grey lark at the break of day, 
Shaking the night-dew from its slumbrous wing 
Soars upward, in the soft etherial blue 
Flooding its path with song, so would these weak 
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And weary spirits enter into rest. 
And rising to a brighter atmosphere 
Sing songs of holy joy, until their Hres, 
Crowned with immortal glory, would expand 
In the eternal light and love of heaven. 

For me, I care not much though my brief day 
Of mortal life be turbulent at times, 
So be it that pursuing honour's path 
The end be peace at last ! Thus have I seen 
A day of blustering wind and soaking rain 
Close with a golden sunset. Once I stayed 
At a snug sea-port on the western shore. 
Facing the broad Atlantic, the resort 
Of myriads, seeking health and recreation. 
Along the breezy blufBs we quietly strolled. 
And o'er the thymy sward, or 'mid the rocks. 
To watch the advancing tide. One mom we rose. 
The sky was dark with clouds, down come the rain 
In wretched drizzle all the live long-day. 
The hours passed wearily, a storm came on. 
Swift scattering the few remaining groups 
Still lingering by the strand, till evening fell. 
Then, oh, the transformation ! the wind died 
Along the slumbering shore, heaven oped her gates, 
The wondrous sun, like a great globe of fire, 
Dipped in the burning waves, clouds upon clouds 
Of golden glory witnessed his descent 
Into the glowing bosom of the west, 
Then the clear stars came out ! That day of storm 
Thus died into a calm sweet summer eve, 
Qiving fair promise of a glorious mom. 

For this high hope, this prospect comforting, 
We thank high heaven ! willing to wait meanwhile 
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In perfect confidence, grateful for all 

The lesser lights which brighten human life. 

Earth hath its setting suns, and waning moons, 

And stars enthroned in silence ; murmuring brooks, 

And waving woods, and wide extending plains 

Picture its surface. It hath holy hours, 

"When silent contemplation walks abroad 

Drinking the beauty in with chastened eyes. 

And to the soul embued with second sight, 

Fair are the forms of nature, eloquent 

With wondrous song, and radiant with joy, 

Emblems and types and prophecies of Him 

The altogether lovely. Still, the sky 

At best is checkered, and earth's fairest scenes 

May any moment darken and decay. 

And while the heart beats time to the dark march 

Of mortal life, it ever must be so. 

But rise, my soul ! passeth the eve of time ! 

Cometh the morning of eternity ! 

And he who onward still in sun and shade 

Plods patiently where Duty points the way, 

Still walking as a citizen of heaven 

Upon the plains of earth, to him the mom 

ShaU beautifully dawn, nor set again. 

Still shining onward to the perfect day, 

For ever, and for ever, and for ever. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES, 

SACRED AND MORAL. 
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MY BIBLK 

Mt Biblb ! dim shall be my sight 
When I no longer take delight 
Thy mines of treasure to explore, 
Or trace thy pages o'er and o*er. — 
Fair Spring ! whence healing waters rise 
From mountain heights in Pardise ; 
Bright Lamp ! whose ever glowing flame 
In cloud or sunshine beams the same ; 
MiRROB of Truth ! in which I see 
Myself, and what I ought to be ; 
Companion of my holiest hours, 
In Jacob's tents or Zion's towers ; 
My Chart, by which I daily trace 
The channeled paths of sin and grace ; 
My faithful Compass, which I view 
Still to the pole-star pointing true ; 
My Rule of Lipe for heart and hand ; 
My Guide while in a foreign land ; 
My Map, with all the path laid down, 
By Calvary's cross to Glory's crown ; 
My Golden Key to solve with ease 
Life's dark perplexing mysteries ; 
My Comfort in the eve of care ; 
My Casket, full of jewels rare ; 
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My trusty Bank, which will not fail ; 
My Sword, when warlike foes assail ; 
My Hakp, whose tunes, still fresh as youth 
.Reveal the song of Love and Truth : — 
And broken shall be Life's frail cup, 
My Bible ! when I give thee up. 



" UNTIL THE DAY BREAK, AND THE SHADOWS 

FLEE AWAY.'' 

Spirit of Peace, descend ! 
Thy soothing influence lend. 
That I may dwell with Thee in unity, — 
My heart be Thine, 
Thy presence mine. 
Until the day break and the shadows flee, 
Spirit of Peace I oh, do Thou comfort me I 

Jesu ! Beloved Son ! 
With Thee I would be one, — 
In life, in death, in glory, one with Thee, 
My life be Thine, 
Thy nature mine, 
UntU the day break and the shadows flee, 
Jesu, my Saviour ! do thou comfort me I 

Jehovah ! reconciled I 
My Father,— I thy child ! 
My God through time and all eternity. 
My all be thine. 
Thy love be mine. 
Until the day break and the shadows flee, 
God of all power and goodness, comfort me ! 



Miscellaneous Pieces. 1 1 1 

FAR A WAY— NOT FAR AWAY. 

'They shall not hurt nor destroy in sU My holy moontoin.** 

Fab away ! not far away ! 
Earth has long wept tears of sadness, 
Comes a time of joy and ghidness 

To the hearts that waiting pray, 
Comes the bright millennial glory. 
Sung by bards in ancient story, 

Smig in rapt prophetic lay, — 

Far away — ^not far away I 

Far away, — ^not far away ! 
Read we not, with longing wonder. 
Of the long bright days of splendour 

Crowning the Messiah's sway ! 
When the King shall reign in Zion, 
When the meek lamb and the lion 

Shall in peace together play, — 

Far away — not far away ! 

Far away, — ^not far away ! 
Gleams the orient dawn of morning, 
Earth's grey twilight wastes adorning 

With the purple beam of day I 
See ye not yon sUver lining 
Round the cloud's dark border shining 

Fringing it with golden ray ? 

Far away — ^not far away I 

Far away, — ^not far away I 
Though the mountain tops are clouded. 
Though the vales by mist enshrouded, 

Speak not of the coining day. 
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Hands are busy, hearts are watching, 
Eyes illumed by faith are catching 

Streaks of gold amid the grey, 
Far away, — not far away ! 

Far away, — not far away ! 
Ye who mourn by sunless billows, 
Take your harps from off the willows. 

Join the glad triumphant lay ! 
Hark ! He comes ! salvation bringing. 
Peace and love around Him springing. 

Oh, the long expected day ! 

Far away, — not far away I 

Far away, — not far away I 
Let your gaze be heavenward turning, 
Happy they whose lamps are burning 

With a pure and steady ray 1 
They shall join the anthem vestal. 
Enter throtigh the gates celestial, 

To be with the Lord for aye. 

Far away, — ^not far away 1 



" THEEB SHALL BE NO NIGHT THERE." 

Thbbb shall be no night there, no night of weeping. 
No night of dreams to haunt the weary sleeping. 
No night of pain, with hearts for morning sighing, 
No night of watching by the dead and dying. 

No night of thought, sad leaves of memory turning. 
No night of toil, with dismal lamp-light buming,^ 
No night when heart from heart must rudely sever, 
Must part — ^full many a time to meet — ^ah, never I 
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There shall be no night there, no night of battle, 

With roll of drums or musketry's dread rattle, 

No night of dark rebellion, with the gleaming 

Of burnished swords, and life's warm current streaming. 

No night of marchings, weary mountains crossing, 
No night of dread, on stormy oceans tossing. 
No night of mute suspense or silent sorrow, 
Uncertain what may be upon the morrow. 

There shall be no night there, but day eternal, 
A long, calm noon of summer, bright and vernal, 
Beyond the vale of Time, thro' Death's dim portal, 
Where rolls the deep, full tide of Life immortal. 

There shall be no night there ! The Lamb shall lead us 
By waters still, and 'mong green pastures feed us. 
Here Time is short — oh ! swiftly it is gliding. 
Earth's joys are few, and these few unabiding. 

But t^ere our life is not by brief hours measured, 
There, where the Christian's heart and hope are treasured^ 
There, where my Saviour lives — ^the comfort-giver. 
Oh ! to be there, and safe with Him for ever. 



« THE END OF ALL THINGS IS AT HAND." 

Set not your heart upon Earth's fading treasures. 
Court not its friendship, cherish not its love, 

Seek for those sacred more enduring pleasures, 
Which wait the pure in heart in heaven above. 

Oh, life is short ! see friends around yon dying. 

The young, the old, the timorous, and the brave^ 

H 
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Even now the poisoned arrow may be flying 
Which shall arrest, and lay thee in thy grave. 

Up ! up ! this fruitless lethargy forsaking, 
Leave Self behind ! count everything but loss 

Save Christ alone, then be it sleep or waking. 
All will be well, while clinging to the cross. 

Soon even at furthest we must cross Death's portal, 
But Christ himself has trod the lonesome way. 

Oh ! may we rise with Him to life immortal, 
Where shadows never dim the perfect day. 



REST. 

Art thou a mariner, tossed on the deep ? 
Days dark and troublesome, nights without sleep, 
Kayless the hidden sun, starless the sky, 
Kound and about thee the billows roll high ! 
Even on the wild wave the promise is given, 
B.est for the tempest-tossed sailor in heaven ! 

Art thou a soldier on battle's dread plain ? 
Sick with beholding the wounded and slain, 
Pained with the clash and loud thunder of war. 
Longing for peace, and thy sweet home afar ? 
Hark, even in battle the promise is given, 
Hest for the brave faithful soldier in heaven ! 

Art thou a pilgrim long travelling unknown, 
Strangers around thee, uncared for, alone, 
Footsore and weary with toiling all day, 
Dark night descending upon thy rough way ? 
Listen, sad heart, to the promise now given, 
Kest for the pilgrim whose face is to heaven ! 
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Art thou a sinner, while over thy soul 
Floods of deep anguish and penitence roll, 
Longing for something the world cannot give, 
Longing a purer existence to live ? 
Hark to the promise in faithfulness given, 
Best to the sinner, in Jesus and heaven ! 

Art thou a sick one ? frail spirit look up ! 

The hand of a Father is mixing thy cup. 

Though bitter it may be, and vihy we can't tell, 

Tet trust in His goodness and all will end well ! 

Precious the promise in love to thee given, 

Best for the sick ones, — there's sweet rest in heaven ! 

B.est for the weary ! let this be my song ! 
The day may be stormy, the night may seem long. 
Comes the glad morning when clouds shall depart. 
And the day-star of glory shine full on my heart ! 
Sweet to Qod's children the promise now given, 
There remaineth a rest for His people in heaven. 



WE ARE ON OUR WAY. 

TT7NB— " We are on the deep !" Fr<ym. Collection qf PhUip PhUHpg, 

(American EdiHon only.) 

We are on our way down the winding stream of time, 
To the morning land, — the heavenly realm. 

And our ship is tossed, but it never can be lost, 
For the hand of Jesus holds the helm. 

Chorus : 
Li the golden city of the New Jerusalem, 

We will meet our loved ones gone before, 
'Mong the pastures green, by the crystal tide serene. 

When the storms of mortal life are o'er. 
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We are on our way, through the wilderness of sin, 

To the Jordan stream that lies before ; 
But we'll cross its tide, with the Saviour for our guide, 

And our feet shall stand on Canaan's shore. 
In the golden city, &c., &c. 

We are on our march, with the army of the Lord, 

And we must not lay our armour down ; 
For our Captain saith, — if we fight the fight of faith. 

That we by-and-by shall wear the crown. 
In the golden city, &c., <&c. 

Then, oh, cheer up, pilgrim ! the night will soon be pastr. 

See ! the shadows already flee away ; 
Tou will sing Heaven's song, you will join the ransomed throng. 

And be happy with the Lord for aye. 
In the golden city, &c., &c. 



MAY. 

The world is growing green again, 

I smell the breath of May ; 
'Tis growing young and green again, — 

But J am growing grey. 

Again the primrose stars the wood, 

I hear the cuckoo sing. 
And I am glad, though well I know 

With me it is not spring ! 

I've climbed Life's steep and rugged hill. 

Till, standing on the top, 
I backward gaze through memory. 

And forward look with Hope. 
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Behind lies many a thorny hill, 

Smooth vale and flowery plain, 
Seasons of mirth and happiness, 

Mingled with hours of pain. 

Before me, dim, mysterious, 

Unpierced by human eyes. 
Spread like some vast and shoreless sea. 

The untrodden future lies. 

And yet I fear not, knowing well. 

That the same changeless Friend, 
Who has been with me all through life, 

Shall guide me to the end. 

The Past has much I deeply mourn. 

Hours I would fain forget, 
Hope bids me to the Future turn. 

And says : "Be happy yet !" 

Why linger dreaming of the past ? 

Why of the dead so fond ? — 
'Tis but the morning after all. 

The full day lies beyond ! 

Then let the. world grow green again. 

Though I am growing grey, 
'Tis Summer in my soul, the dawn 

Of Life's eternal day. 



, 
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HOBEB AND CALVARY. 

Long I gazed on Horeb's mountain, 
Heard the thunder, saw the fire. 

Watched the burning mountain shaking, 

Felt my heart and spirit quaking. 
As the trumpet sounded higher,— 

" Give me rest, Lord I " was my prayer. 

But I could not find it there ! 

Thicker, blacker fell the darkness, 
Louder came the thunder's roll. 

Night, without a star-ray brightening. 

Save when flashed the dreadful lightening 
Of the wrath, across my soul, — 

'* Give me light. Lord ! " was my prayer. 

But I could not find it there ! 

Till I turned to Calvary's mountain. 
Gazed upon the melting sight, 

Then the heart of stone was broken. 

And I felt the wondrous token 
Of a Saviour's love and light, — 

Not in vain then was my prayer, 

Best and peace, I found them there ! 



"I SHALL SEE HIM." 

I SHALL see Him ! oh, the rapture ! 

See the bright and morning star, 
In the home of many mansions. 

When has ceased life's mortal war. 
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I shall see Him ! all unclouded, 

When earth's glimmering lamp-lights fade, 

And I stand among the ransomed, 
In the new white robe arrayed. 

I shall see him ! when the desert 

And the Jordan stream are crossed, 
In the promised land of Canaan, 

With the blood-bought heavenly host. 

I shall see Him, — see Him ever. 

Never more to lose the sight, 
No more partings full of sadness, 

Gone for ever sin and night. 

I shall see Him ! see the glory 

Mortal eye hath never seen. 
Drinking of life's crystal fountain, 

Wandering 'mong the pastures green. 

I shall see Him ! and exulting 

Tune afresh the sacred lyre. 
Singing songs of praise and wonder. 

Burning with a seraph's fire. 

I shall see Him ! suns and systems. 

Moons and stars may pass away. 
Changeless is my Lord of Glory, 

Christ the Lamb shall shine for aye. 

I shall see Him ! and the vision 

All my senses shall engage, 
Higher yet and higher rising, 

Evermore, from age to age. 

I shall see Him ! come, Lord Jesus ! 

Heaven upon my spirit steals ! 
Earth at best is but a shadow, — 

Wherefore stay His chariot wheels ! 
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"IS THERE NO BALM IN GILEAD T' 

When I fain would banish sadness, 

There's a cry on every hand, 
From the daughter of my people 

In a far-off stranger land, 
Has her King forsaken Zion ? 

Will He hear no more her prayer ? 
Is there no balm in Gilead, 

Is there no physician there ? 

Oh ! down these lanes and alleys 

What dreadful sights we see, 
Of want, and woe and suffering, 

The fruit of folly's tree, — 
O sin ! thy ways are wearisome. 

Thy yoke is hard to bear. 
Is there no balm in Gilead, 

Is there no physician there ? 

The light of life seems faded. 

The gold has become dim. 
The cup by sorrow mingled 

Has overflowed its brim ; 
O, manhood ! wan and wasted, 

O, women ! bent with care, 
Is there no balm in Gilead 

Is there no physician there ? 

The gospel trump has soundfed. 

The prophet raised his cry, 
Yet the bones in vision's valley 

Still slumber dead and dry, 
The slain are round about us, 

They are falling everywhere, — 
Is there no balm in Gilead, 

Is there no physician there ? 



Miscellaneous Pieces. 121 

Dim eyes are sad with weeping, 

Pale lips are dumb with woe, 
There are hesurts still feebly throbbing 

Though broken long ago ! 
There are depths you may not fathom 

In the river of despair, — 
Is there no balm in Gilead 

Is there no physician there ? 

'Twere vain to lift the curtain, 

We need to look within, 
We see it round about us, 

The cursed plague of sin, — 
It blights the bloom of beauty, 

It*8 breath pollutes the air. 
Is there no balm in Gilead, 

Is there no physician there ? 

No balm to cheer the drooping, 

To heal the wounded breast, 
To save the lost and perishing 

And give the weary rest ? 
Thank God ! amid the darkness 

One star still shineth fair. 
Yes ! there's sweet balm in Gilead 

And a good physician there ! 

From the green hill of Calvary 

There flows a living tide. 
For the healing of the nations 

O'er all the world wide. 
O ! wanderers 'mid the darkness 

Of death, and doubt, and care ! 
There is sweet balm in Gilead 

And a good physician there. 
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There's pardon for the guilty, 

And cleansing for the vile, 
A home for the homeless ones, 

A rest for those who toil, 
In Jesus the crucified, 

The loving and the fair. 
His blood the balm of Gilead, 

Himself the Saviour there ! 



STANZAS. 

Throuoh days of genial sunlight, 

Through nights of deepest shade, 
Through barren waste of wildness. 

And green luxuriant glade. 
Through fires of sore temptation, 

With fearful danger fraught, 
I know my God has led me. 

And blessed is the thought. 

'Mid lonely hours of sadness. 

When friends were far away, 
In fleeting scenes of gladness 

Where Pleasure held the sway, 
Amid the thousand changes. 

The fears, the conflicts fought, 
I know my God has led me, 

And blessed is the thought. 

In storm and calm alternate, 
In gloom and fitful gleam. 

Through all the crooked windings 
Of Life's mysterious stream, 
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Through buoyant health, thro* sickness, 

Still — this the lesson taught : 
I know my God has led me, 

And blessed is the thought. 

And now the day seems shortening, 

More swift the moment's fly. 
The sober tints of evening 

Begin to shade the sky, 
The human arm grows weaker, 

While quieter paths are sought. 
But God, I know, still leads me. 

And blessed is the thought. 

The Past has many a problem 

I could not understand, 
The Present — well, its burden 

Still rests within His hand ; 
Through all the unknown Future 

In safety I'll be brought, 
Even to the end He'll lead me, 

And blessed is the thought. 



THE COMFORT GIVER. 

Written in an hour of trial, by a mountain stream in North Wales. 

O ! I am weary of this world of care, 
I've felt its fleeting joys, its lingering pains. 

Till sick of heart ! O, that my home were where 
Quiet Peace, with tranquil brow, for ever reigns. 

The bleeding memory of a bygone grief 
Disturbs at times my soul's serenity. 

And draws me from the world, to seek relief 
Where Nature frowns in calm sublimity. 
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I seek these peaceful shades of solitude, 
Where falling water murmurs music deep, 

It soothes my spirit, while I sit and brood 
Upon my life's past windings, till I weep ! 

My God, oh leave me not ! Thy hand has been 
My only guide through many a trackless waste, 

Till thou did'st bring me to the pastures green. 
And give me grapes of Eshcol, sweet to taste. 

O ! let me climb Mount Nebo, and admire 
The promised land ! O, goodly promised land 

Of peace and plenty ! then I'll tune my lyre 
To sing of nothing else on time's bleak strand ! 

And I will trust Thee still, though eve descends 
Ungilded by a star ! My faith shall see 

Beyond the clouds, a cloudless morn, which ends — 
No ! never ends, in God's eternity ! 

Jesu Emanuel ! Do thou quietly form 

Within my heart sweet thoughts of love and Thee, 

As Thou did'st hush the rudely gathering storm 
Which swept the waves of lovely Galilee. 

" Peace ! Peace ! Be still !" — it was the Saviour spake, 
The voice fell soothing on the troubled deep. 

The tempest paused to listen on the lake, 
And gently lulled the trembling waves asleep I 

'Tis done ! I sit with peace upon this hill. 
And mark the tranquil singing of the river 

Beneath the waving pines ! O, heart, be still ! 
For God, thy God is near, the comfort giver. 
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FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT. 

I WAS walking close to the river of God, 

Yet I did not see the light, 
While my spirit sighed for the break of day, 

To dawn upon my sight. 

I carried a weary heavy load 

On my sin-polluted soul, 
But I could not find the wondrous cross. 

Where my burden off would roll. 

Fondly I read of Jacob's star. 

Of Gilead's healing balm. 
But the Good Physician, where was He 

My fevered soul to calm ? 

I walked in bondage day by day, 

A pilgrim without rest, 
With a hidden sorrow in my heart, 

Which could not be expressed. 

Till the old old story met my ear. 

Of God's redeeming love, 
Then away from sin and self I looked 

To the glory and light above ! 

There in the cloud the rainbow shone, 

Brilliant with Mercy's beam. 
The darkness passed, and I quietly waked 

As out of a troubled dream ! 

Down from my long unwatered eyes 

Hot tears began to roll. 
While dawnings of a better life 

Flooded my new bom soul. 



\ 
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Till I saw as I never saw before, 

Salvation's simple plan, 
How the Saviour came to die for me 

A lost, a ruined man. 

Tho' wandering far astray, tho' stained 

By darkest guilt within, 
Yet " The blood of Jesus Christ, God's Son, 

It cleanseth from all sin. " 

Words winged with comfort ! Golden words ! 

I put them to the test, 
And the blood of Jesus Christ, I found 

Alone could give me rest. 

Not lonely now ! not sorrow-bowed ! 

No agitating wave 
Disturbs the calm peace of my soul, 

For Christ is strong to save ! 

My feet are on the eternal rock, 

In Jesu's strength I stand, 
Tm travelling on the Bling's highway 

To the loved celestial land. 

Our paths through life may be far apart. 

If va Him we need not care. 
There is rest in heaven for the weary heart, 

Oh say ! will you meet me there ? 
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STANZAS. 

" At that time ye were .... strangers." Now ye are no more strangers. 
Ephesiaks ii. 12, 19. 

O, WB were strangers for many a year, 

My heavenly Lord and I, 
Though I saw His hand, and traced Hib foot, 

Over earth, and sea, and sky. 
And often His name was on my lip, — 

I had learned Devotion's art. 
But the voice of a love, all heavenly, found 

No echo in my heart. 

And oh, we might have been strangers still. 

My Heavenly Lord and I, 
But, " Behold, I stand at the door and knock, 

Said He, with the patient eye. 
And many a time He knocked, until, 

Above the world's wild roar. 
Hearing the music of that sweet voice, 

I rose, and opened the door. 

" Come in," I said — we were strangers then. 

My heavenly Lord and I, — 
But oh, the beauty, and oh, the grace. 

And the kingly majesty 
Which shone in His fair and heavenly form 

As he entered by the door. 
And gave me His hand — my heart cried out 

I will love Him evermore. 

We sat that night in the banquet-house. 

My Heavenly Lord and I, 
While He told me all His love for me. 

In words which will never die : 
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And I gave Him there my heart and hand, 
Twas all that I could give, 

And now I am His, and He is mine, 
As long as I shall live. 

Now ** no more strangers," but closest friends, 

My Heavenly Lord and I, 
Though, all unworthy, my place is still 

Low at His feet to lie ; 
But I know His grace will lighten my path, 

And full fruition send, 
" Having loved His own that are in the world, 

He will love them to the end." 



CREATE IN ME A CLEAN HEART, O GOD. 

O, FOB a clearer faith ! 

A stronger, purer love ! 
O, thus to do my Father's will 

Ab the angels do above ! 

O, for a patient heart ! 

An uncomplaining mind ! 
That I might look alone to Thee 

And sweet contentment find. 

'Tis not what man may say, 

Nor what the world may do, 
I need Thy promised grace to live 
* Heaven ever in my view. 

O, for more nearness still ! 

Sweet glimpses of Thy face ! 
That in my every walk through life. 

Thy footsteps I might trace. 
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Until Thy praise I sing 

With pure unsinning heart, 
Until, the clouds all passed away, 

I see Thee as Thou art. 



" UNTIL THE DAY DAWN AND THE DAY-STAR 
ARISE IN OUR HEARTS." 

Globious dawning, fadeless star ! 

Come ! oh come ! 
Chase the shades of night afar, 

Come ! oh come ! 
Darkness long has held its sway. 
Dim the lamplight's feeble ray. 
Mom of life's eternal day, 

Come ! oh come ! 

Mom of love from heaven on high ! 

Come ! oh come ! 
Star of hope ! in cloudless sky, 

Come ! oh come ! 
Swift on shining pinions borne, 
Come, and from thy golden horn 
Pour the orient dews of mom. 

Come ! oh come ! 

Passion still disturbs my breast, 

Come ! oh come ! 
Lull each rising wave to rest 

Come ! oh come ! 
Let me taste the sweets of love 
Flowing from heaven's throne above. 
Spirit ! seen in form of dove, 

Come ! oh come ! 

I 
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Day-star, in my heart arise : 

Come ! oh come ! 
Unbelief still blinds mine eyes, 

Gome ! oh come ! 
Let the veil aside be drawn, 
Earth shall seem a heavenly lawn. 
Dews of Zion ! Sweet day-dawn ! 

Come ! oh come ! 



TO A WITHERED LEAP. 

{Picked up in a londy spot, far from any wood,) 

Once so green, so fresh, and so fair. 
How are you lying so lonely there ? 
What wayward fancy has made you roam 
So far away from your native home ? 
Who so blythe, so happy, as thee, 
Fluttering gay on the sun-kissed tree. 
Tell me ! wherefore hast thou strayed ? 
Beautiful child of the forest shade ! 

Chide me not that I left my home ! 

For cold was the blast that made me roam, 

Gaily I danced in the summer prime. 

And I loved the breeze, and the song-bird's hymn, 

But the yellow Autumn's ripening breath 

Painted my cheek with the hues of death. 

While a wind that blew thro' the woodland sear, 

Swept me along, and left me here. 

Child of the forest ! I mourn thy fall, 
But a kindred lot is in store for all. 
The leaf may blossom in life's cool shade 
But it bloBsometh only too soon to fade. 
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While the birds that whistle so blythe to-day 
Shall sing as sweetly when we are away, 
Ah me ! my song is true, though brief, 
Man fades and falls like the autumn leaf. 



ELSIE. 

Elsie, with the ringlets fair. 
Little darling gone to sleep ! 

Close the eyes, and smooth the hair, — 
Mother ! do not weep. 

Short her pilgrimage below, 
Swift the tearful message given, 

Calling her from sin and woe, 
To the bliss of Heaven. 

Angel hands have plucked the flower 
From the fading earthly tree. 

Blooms it now in fadeless bower, 
By the crystal sea. 

Little feet a/re silent now. 

Hushed the feebly thobbing breath, 
Dim the eye, and cold the brow 

With the stamp of death. 

Sleeping sweet in Jesus ! fled 
To Life's further, fairer shore. 

Where the loved ones are not dead, 
Only gone before. 
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Let us follow, trusting still 
In our blessed Saviour's love, 

Walking in His footsteps, till 
We shall meet above. 

Elsie, with the ringlets fair I 
Little darling gone to sleep I 

Close the eyes, and smooth the hair, 
Mother ! do not weep. 



SABBATH MORNING. 

Hail, thou peaceful Sabbath morning ! 

Sweetest day of all the seven I 
Sacred rest with thee returning. 

Souls are nourished, strength is given, 
Blessed emblem 

Of the holy rest in heaven ! 

On that morning Judah's Lion 
Bose to conquer Death and Sin, 

Prince of life, and King of Zion ! 
Thou did'st rise that we might win 

Deathless glory ! 
Now thy welcome reign begin. 

0, my soul ! be thine close union 

With this wondrous King of love, 
Till I dwell in sweet communion 
With the sainted throng above. 
There for ever. 
In the light of God to rove. 
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"AT REST." 



In Memoriam 
JANET MILLER. 

"At Rest ! " dear Janet ! thou hast passed away, 
The snow-white robes of sinless life to wear ; 

The calm, still evening of a Sabbath day, 
Saw thy quiet exit from a world of care, 

And thou, redeemed from death, hast gone to dwell 

Where never sounds the tearful word, "Farewell." 

"At Rest ! " thy wearied frame may slumber now, 
In tranquil peace those languid eyes may close ; 

No trace of care need line that marble brow ; 
Thy trobbing breast may sleep in quiet repose ; 

Thou hast for ever laid each burden down. 

Exchanged the cross for life's immortal crown. 

" At Rest ! " for Jesus died ! and thy short life 
Was one of perfect, patient trust in Him, 

Far from the noisy world's tumultuous strife ; 
And now thy home is with the cherubim ! 

Oh, mourners, left in sorrow ! wherefore weep ? 

For "So he giveth His beloved sleep." 

Weep Not ! The sun goes down, the wild flowers fade, 
Love and affection pass from earth away, 

But spring returns with life and joy arrayed. 
Where love shall blossom never to decay. 

Though o'er thy tomb the stars of evening shine. 

The victor's palm, the light of Heaven are thine ! 
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PLEASANT DAYS. 

Oh ! Christmas days are pleasant days. 

When winter sounds her lyre, 
And friends long parted meet in love 

Around the household fire, 
When down the valley gleams the moon 

On fields of shining snow, 
And rumbUng, tumbling 'mong the ice 

The sparkling waters flow. — 
Tes ! Christmas days are pleasant days 

When sings the village choir 
Of Bethlehem's star, and Bethlehem's babe, 

Shiloh ! — the saints desire. 

Oh ! Summer days are pleasant days 

When woodland paths are green. 
And sings the lark from mom till dark 

Up in the blue serene. 
Bright season ! thine the garland wreaths, 

Thine are the star-eyed flowers, 
Thine the warm smiles and sunny tears, 

That sanctify earth's hours — 
Yes ! Summer days are pleasant days. 

Emblems of that fair clime 
Where flowers ne'er fade, where suns ne'er set, 

Beyond the shores of time. 

Oh i Autumn days are pleasant days. 

Though down yon woody dell 
The balmy wind 'mong falling leaves 

Moans out a sad farewell. 
Season of gold ! Oft on the shore 

I've watched, far in the west. 
The sun go down in crimson clouds 

Behind the waves to rest — 
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Tes ! Autumn days are pleasant days, 
But, may we learn this truth, 

We're sure to reap in harvest hours 
The seed we sow in youth. 

My Spring is passed ! life's virgin spring !— 

I would not mourn its flight ; 
It vanished as the dream that fades, 

When comes the morning light, — 
The Summer sun is on my head. 

The noon of life is mine. 
And I would gather as I go, 

The flowers of truth divine. 
Jesu ! when Autumn shades descend 

Upon my closing sight. 
Oh ! bear my longing soul away 

To thine own land of light. 



SAVED! 

" Beloved, iww are we the sona of God." 

Kept are they whom Jesus keeps^ 
Israel's Shepherd never sleeps. 
On His hands their names engraved, 
Once in Christ, for ever saved. 

Saved from storm and 'whelming flood, 
Saved by virtue of the blood. 
Saved from sin, and death, and hell, 
Saved, with Christ in heaven to dwell. 

Saved even now ! I need not wait 
Till I reach the golden gate, 
And 'mid burning seraphs bow, 
I have life eternal now ! 
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Cloud« and sunshine, hope and fear. 
Nights of sadness, hours of cheer, 
Like the seasons, come and go. 
With my Lord it is not so ! 

Jesu mine ! I love not Thee 
Half as much as Thou dost me, 
Yet, though very weak and ill, 
I sincerely love Thee still ! 



THE MAGDALENE. 

" Neither do I condemn thee, go and sin no more."— John viii. 11. 

Hair that once was golden ! 

Eyes, once pure and bright ! 
Form once fair and beautiful ! 

Heart once gay and light ! 
Voice, once full of melody, 

Music in each tone ! • 
Light, and love, and innocence 

Faded now, and gone ! 

Where are now the sweet songs 

Of untainted youth ? — 
Where the dreams of Paradise, 

Dreams then full of truth ? 
Where the woman tenderness. 

Where the maiden smile. 
Where the flush on fair cheeks 

Free from art or guile ? 

Think ye ne'er of childhood ? 

Does your spirit bum 
When life's morning memories 

Beautiful return ? — 
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Pleasant village rambles • 

By the wood or stream, . 
Happy hours of city life 

ISTow, alas ! a dream. 

Mother's eyes are dim oft 

Weeping tears for you, 
Father's heart is heavy 

Though his words are few ; 
Would they not receive you 

To their hearts again ! 
Forgiving and forgetting 

The wandering and the pain ? 

0, ye homeless lone ones ! 

O, the lives ye spend ! 
O, the sunless future ! 

O, the bitter end ! 
Sweet is honest labour ! — 

Happy she whose heart 
Even 'mid toil and weariness 

Seeks the better part. 

O, that men and brothers 

Heartless, should deceive ! 
0, that trusting woman 

Thoughless, should believe ! 
Brothers we, and sisters. 

Passions all the same, — 
Frail is human nature. 

Let us cease to blame. 

Sisters ! fallen sisters ! 

Listen to the tale, 
Of the gentle Saviour 

Walking through earth's vale, 
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Did He spurn the lost ones ? — 
O, the love He bore ! 

He came not to condemn you,- 
'^ Gk) ! and sin no more." 



KYRIE ELEISON. 

Holy Jesu ! song of the saint ! 
Joy and strength of the sad and faint*! 
King of Kings, in the highest heaven ! 
Glory and power to Thee be given ! 

Kyrie Eleison ! 

Jesu ! in Thee alone I trust, 
To raise me up from the lowest dust, 
From death and darkness to set me free. 
Son of the Virgin ! pray for me. 

Kyrie Eleison ! 

Light of life, in the morning hours ! 
Light of life, when the evening lowers ! 
Jesu 1 when fails my fleeting breath 
Pray for me in the hour of death ! 

Kyrie Eleison ? 

When numbered with the sleeping dead, 
When my soul from earth and time has fled, 
Jesu ! by Thy shed blood I pray 
May I be Thine on the judgment day ! 

Kyrie Eleison ! 

Christe Eleison ! 
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SPEAKING THE TRUTH IN LOVB^ 

Not for bitter controversy, 

Not to wield the sword of strife, 
Came the Lord of Love and Mercy 

Wedded to our mortal life. 

Not with words of human Learning 

Dug from mines of classic lore, 
Flashing thoughts of beauty earning 

Loud applause from rich and poor. 

Not with grand Oration's thunder, 

Thrilling every ear and heart, 
Till the nations paused to wonder 

At the great Magician's art. 

No ! on Judah's vine-clad mountains, 

Li the shade of olive tree. 
Or where peaceful village fountains 

Sought the lake of Galilee : — 

There, with aspect calm and holy. 

View the Shiloh from above, 
Follow'd by the poor and lowly, 

Breathing Truth in Words of Love, — 

Words, the echo of His feelings. 

Loving mvMrs^ hating sin ; 
Ofttimes giving dim revealings 

Of THE God concealed within. 

On His brow calm Wisdom reigning. 

In His heart Affection mild, 
Gentle, while Heaven's truth maintaining, 

Holy, harmless, undefiled. 
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Jesus, Saviour ! let Thy spirit 
Fall on us who bear Thy name, 

May we more Thy mind inherit- 
Swift to succour, slow to blame. 

Speaking Truth in language loving, 
Winning souls by gentle ways, 

Warning, teaching, e'en reproving 
More as friends than enemies. 

Speaking ** plain " with true affection, 
Not to foster party strife ; 

God's own Word our sole direction, 
This our only rule of life. 

Pressing forward ; still depending 
On the blessing from above ; 

For our friends and country, blending 
Prayers of Faith with Words of Love. 



AM I ASHAMED OF JESUS ? 

Am I ashamed of Jesus ? 

It cannot, must not be ! 
My heavenly Lord, my guardian friend, 

Who has done all for me, 
When I was poor and comfortless. 

Lost in a world of sin. 
He opened wide the door of grace 

And kindly took me in. 

Am I ashamed of Jesus ? 

Was He ashamed of me ? — 
Bound in the prison-house of sin. 

He came and set me free, 
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He fed my hungry fainting soul, 

Clothed me in raiment white, 
And raised me from the mire of earth 

To Uve even in His sight. 

Am I ashamed of Jesus, 

To whom all power is given ? 
Tho' lowly once, exalted now 

To highest throne in heaven. 
Shall I then blush to own His name 

Or sound His praise abroad ! 
Proclaiming thus to erring man 

The way to peace and God. 

The task be mine, oh Jesus ! 

To tread the narrow way, 
To stand for truth upon thy side 

In all I do or say, 
And when I reach life's further shore. 

Across Death's narrow Sea, 
Clothed in Thy robe of righteousness 

May I be found with Thee ! 



WE'LL SING AS WE JOURNEY. 

We'll sing as we journey to Canaan's bright shore, 
Though the wilderness path may seem dreary, 

For the morning will break, when, our wanderings o'er, 
We will rest, ne'er again to be weary. 

Though still on our pathway we view from afar 

Steep mountains of dark tribulation, 
O'er the brow of the highest heaven's bright morning-star 

Leads on to the realms of salvation. 



\ 
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Then courage, faint pilgrim ! nor plaintively mourn, 
For, listen to Faith's cheering story, — 

She whispers ! *•'' Fear not, for the cross must be borne, 
Ere ye wear the green laurels of glory." 

The'sun *mid the twilight shades sets in the west, 

But bright glows the orient morrow, 
So^calmly the Christian goes down to his rest, 

And^wakens a stranger to sorrow ! 

So)[we'll sing as we journey to Canaan's bright shore, 
Tho* the wilderness path may be dreaiy. 

For the morning will break, when, our wanderings o'er. 
We will rest ne'er again to be weary. 



ONLY SOMEBODY'S CHILD. 

Who is dead ! I enquired one day 

As a funeral passed along the way, 

A mourning coach, with crape deep lined. 

And a group of sorrowing friends behind— 

" Only Somebody's Child," he said, 

Then passed along with a careless tread. 

" Only Somebody's Child ! oh, shame ! " 
I said, as the heartless answer came, 
And the mourners passed along the street 
To the place where all alike must meet ; 
And the turf is heaped on a little breast — 
Somebody's Child is now at rest. 

"Only Somebody's Child ! " Ah me 1 
An empty cradle in thought I see. 
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Little garments, a mother's pride, 
Oh, so carefully laid aside. 
Tiny shoes, and a lock of hair, 
But the darling form no longer there. 

Only Somebody's Child ! But oh I 
Somebody's tears in anguish flow ; 
A mother sits in her chamber lone. 
The light from her humble dwelling gone, 
Hopes are blighted, and day-dreams fled, 
Gone with the loved one cold and dead. 

Only Somebody's Child ! And now 
Care sits quiet on a father's brow ; 
Little he says, but oh, he'll miss. 
The morning prattle, the evening kiss ; 
He goes to his work with a softened air. 
Thinking of one no longer there. 

Yet wherefore weep ? Thank God, I say, 
For the little children passed away 
To the Shepherd's care in the Heavenly fold, 
To the hills of myrrh and the streets of gold, 
Where the broken cords of human love 
Are knit for ever and aye above. 



THE WEAVER. 

A WEAVER sat at his loom all day, 
Flinging his shuttle right and left. 

Forming his pattern according to plan, 
With his warp, and his many coloured weft. 
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This way, and that way, and this way again. 
Hither, and thither, the shuttle flew. 

Till the web was finished, the contract done, 
And the fabric fully exposed to view. 

Well for the weaver whose cloth can stand 
The critical search of the practised eye ! 

O joy ! to receive the grateful word 
Of praise, from the master standing by. 

" You have laboured hard, you have woven true,"- 
Shall the master say, with a kindly smile — 

" Gladly I yield what you well deserve : 
The humble reward of honest toil." 

O, men and women ! we're weavers all. 
For ever weaving our web of life. 

And the pattern grows with our growing years, 
In the calm of leisure, or bustling strife. 

And, just as the bloom of the flowers will be 
As the careful gardener digs and delves, 

So, the finished pattern of life will prove 
A great deal what we make it ourselves ! 

O, many and many a web is spoiled 
By the course unsightly yam of strife, 

By threads of passion, and thrums of vice, 
Thick woven into the warp of life. 

While others selfishly sit all day, 
Lasdly throwing the shuttle through. 

Never thinking to flower their lives 
With actions noble, and kind, and true ! 

Well for those who patiently weave. 
Even 'mid sorrow, and care, and doubt, 

A web as fair as the Master wove, 
Like His seamless garment : whole throughoui. 
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Darkly seen, and at times confused, 

Guided more by faith than by sight, 
Seeing only the side that's wrong, 

Working still for the side that's right. 

Blending the colours of grace and truth 

Into a texture unstained by sin. 
Toiling honestly all .the day 

Till the work is finished and handed in. 

Brother ! oh, weave thy web of life 

After the pattern divinely given ! 
Earn the reward of a conscience clear, 

And the grand ** well done " of approving heaven. 



MY GRAVE. 

I WOULD not like my grave to be 
Down in the ocean's watery bed, 

Without one loving eye to see 
The spot, where I at last am laid. 

I would not like my grave to be 

In lands unknown, where strangers dwell^ 
Where living, no one cared for me, 

Where, dying, no one wept farewell. 

I would not like my grave to be 
Even with the noble buried slain, 

Where War has held high revelry 
On yonder bloody battle plain. 

Nor would I care for marble tomb, 

Nor sombre shade of spreading yew. 

Nor the dim aisle's funereal gloom. 

Where crowded splendour shades the view. 

K 
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Bat let me sleep beside the graves 
Of kindred dear, and early friends, 

Where the wild flower serenely waves, 
And with the wind its perfume blends. 

Where birds among the spreading leaves 
Gould sing their songs of Paradise, 

Where love could come on summer eves, 
And tell to friendship : ''Here he lies ! " 

Beside the stream where childhood played. 
Among the hills I love so well. 

Where oft in riper years I strayed 
When chimed at eve the village bell. 

There is a spot where quietly sleeps 
A mother's form, a comrade's clay. 

Where the calm dew in silence weeps 
O'er youth and beauty passed away ; 

Where on each daisy-covered mound 
The sun would smile at morning dawn, 

Within the pleasant gurgling sound 
Of thy weird winding stream, Bumawn ! 

There would I rest, my wanderings o'er. 
Beneath that flower-enamelled sod. 

My spirit on life's peaceful shore. 
With Thee my Saviour, and my Gfod. 
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" IS IT WELL WITH THEE ? " 

Well in sickness, well in health, 
Well in poverty or wealth. 
Well tho' earthly treasures fade, 
Well in sunshine or in shade ? 
Jesu ! if I have but Thee, 
All I know is well with me. 



THE HAPPIEST TIME IN LIFE. 

I. 

Which is the happiest time of life ? 
Which is the pleasantest season ? 

Morning or evening, or noon of strife — 
Tell me ! but tell me your reason. 
Give me ! oh give me — one would say — 
The beautiful dawn of Life's young day. 
When everything glistens fresh and new, 
And the buds of promise are wet with dew. 
And the long, long hours in the summer prime. 
And the starry eves in the winter time, 
And the waking dreams, and the sports and plays. 
And the rollicking fun of schoolboy days. 
With seldom a thought of pain or gloom, 
All pass arrayed in their Eden bloom, 
Kinged in with a wondrous magic zone 
They gleam with a lustre all their own. 
Sweetened by health, and joy, and truth. 
Give me ! oh give me the time of youth 1 

Give me the halcyon mom of life. 

Oh that is the happiest season ! 
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n. 

Which is the happiest time of life ? 
YiHiich is the pleasantest season ? 

Morning, or evening, or noon of strife — 
Tell me ! but tell me your reason. 
Pleasant indeed is Life's young spring, 
With its short-lived glee^another would sing- 
But give me the sober-tinted flowers, 
Which blossom in lifers maturer hours. 
The joys developed — all joys above — 
From ripened friendship and holy love, 
Not kindled lightly by Beauty's glance, 
To fade in the realm of dim Romance ! 
But growing in strength as we grow in years, 
And brightest often when seen through tears. 
Give me the full-grown strength of man, 
The daring purpose, the well-laid plan. 
The honest effort, the active strife. 
Which add a zest to the noon of life — 

Give me the bustling noon of life, 
Sure that is the happiest season ! 



ui. 

Which is the happiest time of life ? 
Which is the pleasantest season ? 

Morning, or evening, or noon of strife — 
Tell me ! but tell me your reason. 
It's all very true — an old man said — 
I have had my share in the days now fled : 
Shadow and sunshine, pleasure and pain, 
But I would not call them back again 
Even if I could ! They are gone ! and now 
With silvery hair, and furrowed brow. 
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And a heart contented, I quietly wait 
By the river, close to the beautiful gate ! 
Oh, youth is fiery, and manhood full. 
But the evening hours are mellow and cool, 
When the walk has been in the ways of God, 
Pursuing the path by Virtue trod ; — 
Thus Age has found me, Life's conflict o'er, 
A happier man than ever before ! 
Give me the holy eve of life. 
Is it not the happiest season ? 

> 

IV. X 

Which is the happiest time of life ! 
Which is the pleasantest season ? 

Morning, or evening, or noon of strife- 
Tell me ! but tell me your reason. 
Oh neither is free from sorrow's shade. 
Each with its glory in turn must fade. 
Your sky will never be always bright. 
Where Time is measured by day and night ; — 
But would you possess youth's rosy prime ? 
A strength undying, an age sublime ? 
With all that a noble heart could crave ? — 
Seek for them not this side of the grave. 
But away beyond the sunset glow 
Which gilds the valley of death below ! 
Meanwhile, patiently onward plod 
To the sunrise over the hills of Grod, 
Where life shall expand in immortal day, 
And the shadows for ever flee away ! 

Give me Heaven's higher, holier life, 
By far the pleasantest season ! 
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STANZAS. 
Thb Fouk Ssasons. 

SwifiET Sfbing, I love thee with thy lengthened days, 
When blackbirdfl whistle to the dew-eyed dawn, 

When schoolboys ramble on the village braes, 
And the wild primrose nestles by Bumawn, — 

Fair months of budding beauty ! onward roll, 

Te waken rapture in the minstrers soul. 

Summer ! I love thee with thy sunlit hours. 
Thy songs of gladness, and thy fragrant gales. 

Thy sky of blue, thy myriad-tinted flowers, 
Thy dark green woods, and calm sequestered vales,- 

Fair season ! as thy bright hours onward roll. 

Thou art most lovely to the minstrel's soul. 

Autumn ! I love thee, tho' the sad farewell 
Of Nature's purple bloom is on thy cheek. 

Kissed by the winds which down yon woody dell 
Dance with the fallen leaves, and whistle bleak, 

Tet, as thy noons and golden gloamin's roll. 

Autumn ! thou'rt lovely to the minstrePs soul. 

WnrrEB ! I love thee when the howling storm 
In grandeur sweeps along the trembling plain, 

Tho' mists and snow wreaths gather round thy form, 
And death and darkness follow in thy train. 

Yet, as thy days and starry evenings roll. 

Even thou art lovely to the minstrel's souL 
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ADDRESS. 

TO THE "MORNINO 8TAE" LODGE OF GOOD TEMPLARS, GAISTOH, N.B. 

Hail to the Knightly Templars ! 

Hail to the Kingly band ! 
To the noble hearts that gather 

For truth aud fatherland ! 
Who bravely fight the wrong to right, 

The captive to unchain, 
Till vice and error leave our land 

TiU peace and temperance reign. 

Ours is a noble crusade, 

Ours is a bloodless war, 
We're watching in the twilight 

To see the morning star, 
And as we meet in converse sweet 

We trim love's holy lamp, 
While peace and unity prevail 

Within our mystic camp. 

We love our free-bom country, 

It's hills and valleys green. 
We join the nation's anthem : 

" Gk)d save our gracious Queen," 
But oh ! we weep for those who sleep 

On ruin's fatal brink, 
And we would stretch a helping hand. 

To save them from the drink ! 

Ours be the voice to welcome 

The wanderer's return. 
Ours be the task to brighten 

The hearts of those that mourn, 
To stem the tide now rolling wide 

O'er many a lovely plain, 
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And turn a wilderness of death 
To fertile life again. 

This world has long been darkened 

With sorrow, caused by sin, 
And hard may be the conflict 

Ere victory we win, 
But sure as light succeeds the night. 

Our forces shall increase, 
The Word of God our standard is. 

Our King, the Prince of Peace. 

See o'er the distant mountains 
The dawn is breaking dear ! 
l^ight dies, and bright with sunlight 

Comes in the golden year ! 
Good Templars round, may we be found 

Obedient to our laws. 
True to each other, one and all. 
True to our noble cause ! 

Then gather, Grood Templars, gather ! 

Gather ye brave and good ! 
Your rallying cry be : Temperance, 
Truth, love, and brotherhood ! 



THE CALL OF THE MASTER TO ERIN. 

"The Master li come, and calleth for thee.''~John zL 28. 

BntTH-PLACE of poetic dreams, 
Mother of romantic streams, 
With thy lakes and mountains hoary. 
Vales renown'd in song and story. 
Waving woods and fertile plains, 
Scenes where virgin beauty reigns ; — 
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Erin ! cradled by the sea, 
Rise ! The Master calleth thee 1 

Beautiful without ; within, 
Error, superstition, sin, 
Blinded zeal, misled devotion ; 
Restless as the waves of ocean ; 
Fierce in hate though strong in love, 
Varying as the clouds above : — 
This is not what thou should'st be, 
Bise ! The Master calleth thee ! 

Heed not what false friends may say, 
Love and Duty point the way ; 
Lay aside thy weeds of mourning, 
Gladly hail thy Lord's returning ; 
Be again what thou hast been — 
'^Isle of Saints,'' a garden green : 
Fling thy chains aside, be free ! 
Rise I The Master calleth thee ! 

Ah ! but light and life are fled I 
Can the Master raise the dead. 
Bring again the love'd departed, 
Make the down-cast buoyant-hearted ? 
Long the night and dark the skies, 
Can His Word make Light arise % 
Erin, yes ! though dark it be, 
Up ! E'en now He calleth thee ! 

Tom by fierce intestine strife. 
Wake to higher, holier life. 
See the nations round thee growing, 
light advancing. Knowledge flowing ; 
Dream not on thy days of youth, 
Th%» thy morning ; seize the Truth r 
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God's own truth can make you free, 
Bise ! In love He caUeth thee ! 

Master, come ! Thy word of might 
Sounded once, and there was light ; 
See, we doubt Thy promise never, — 
Faithful hearts are pleading ever 
For the sunshine of Thy smile 
To illumine this our Isle. 
Let us thy Salvation see. 
Master, come, we wait for thee ! 

Morning Star of Hope and Love, 
Shine on Erin from above ! 
Jesus, Source of true affection, 
Thou the Life, the Resurrection, 
Speak ! Restore the dead to life, 
Calm the waves of party strife. 
That our Island, bless'd and free. 
May be given efidire to Thee ! 

Then our lakes of silver sheen, 
Yerdant plains and valleys green, 
Rivers broad and flashing fountains, 
Wooded hills and rocky mountains 
Shall re-echo full and free 
Earth's glad song of Jubilee ; 
Truth shall flourish as of yore, 
God shall bless the Shamrock shore ! 



A FADED FLOWER 

Thou bloomest lone in beauty's bower 
Fair maiden with the dreamy eyes ! 

Say, art thou but a wandered flower 
Whose mates are all in Paradise ? 
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The flush of heaven is on thy cheek, 

Celestial is thy graceful air, 
Well may the love-lorn breezes seek 

To dally with thy golden hair. 

I see thee now, and calm repose, 

In slumber, smiles upon thy face, 
Where twine the lily and the rose. 

In all their native witching grace. 

And who would think that such a form 
So soon would grace the voiceless tomb ? 

Alas I already has the worm 

Begun to feast on Beauty's bloom ! 

That tinge is but the purple flush 

Of ripened fruit in Autumn brown, 
That holy calm is but the hush 

Of twilight, ere the sun goes down. 

Oh ! wanderer from the fields above, 

Still linger on this earth awhile. 
We are not wearied of thy love. 

Sweet to us still thy sunny smile. — 

But no ! frail form ! the thought were wrong ! 

'Twere sin to wish thee to remain, 
Nor would I selfishly prolong 

Thy sojourn, amid scenes of pain. 

€k> to thy rest ! It is not death 

Dear maid ! for such as thee to die. 
The hour which marks thy fleeting breath, 

Shall see thy transit to the sky. 
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PASSING AWAY. 

Farewell to earth, and the scenes of time ! 

I am bearing my way to a happier clime ! 

The shadows of death now melt away 

In the cloudless light of a heaven-bom day. 

Hark ! hark to the songs of the seraph band, 

They beckon me on to the spirit land, 

I come ! oh, vision of rapture given 

Of the golden glory and bliss of heaven ! 

Now free from the storms of worldly strife, 
My bark is nearing the shores of life, 
The billows of death not long shall roll 
O'er the peaceful calm of my ransomed soul ; 
For the battle is over, the race is run, 
The cross laid down, and the laurel won, 
A weary pilgrim no more I'll roam. 
For I see my new Jerusalem home. 

I leave a world of sorrow and care, 
To bloom where the flowers are ever fair. 
To bask in the rays of heavenly love, 
'Mong the pure and fair in the climes above. 
I come ! I come ! I long to be free. 
My spirit is mounting, oh God, to thee ! 
Farewell to earth, I am passing away ! 
Welcome the dawn of eternal day ! 
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TOLL THE BELL. 

Sbe whom we loved is dead t 

Toll the bell ! 
She whom we loved is dead, 
Light from our life has fled, 
Darkness has come instead, — 

Fare thee well ! 

She whom we loved was fair, 

ToU the bell ! 
She whom we loved was fair. 
Warm heart with feelings rare, 
Bright leyes and golden hair, — 

Fare thee well ! 

Where shall we dig her grave ? 

Toll the bell ! 
Where shall we dig her grave ? — 
Where sleep the good and brave, 
Down where yon willows wave ! 

Fare thee well ! 

Bright be thy quiet abode ! — 

Toll the bell ! 

Bright be thy quiet abode. 

Flowers on the hallowed sod ! 

Thy spirit is with God ! 

Fare thee well ! 
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FLOWERS. 

" Emblems of onr own great rerarrectioii 

Emblems of the pore and better land."— LoHaHLLOW. 

Who would not love the flowen ? 
They are Gk>d'8 children, beaaiiful and fair, 

Stan of the summer hours. 
Loading with balmy breath the ambient air, 
Emblems of youth's fair growth, and manhood's prime, 
Of Age's autumn, and death's winter time 1 

Who would not love the flowers ? 

Whether on bending spray, 
Their tresses wave luxuriant in the wind, 

Or in the garden gay, 
Where art with teeming nature is combined, 
Or by the greenwood path or mountain stream, 
Or budding hedge-row joyously they gleam — 

Who would not love the flowers ? 

The lily and the rose, 
The dark- eyed pansy, or wild violet, 

The hyacinth, which blows 
Even in cold spring, the fragrant mignonette, 
Carnations pink and scarlet, snowdrops cool — 
Meek children of the snow ! all beautiful. 

Who would not love the flowers ! 

And thou Anemone ! 
Thy dazzling foliage glistening in the sun, 

Or primrose wild and free. 
Starring the woods with beauty halcyon. 
Blue bell, and purple heath, on mountain grey. 
Or yellow cowslips, daughters of the May ! — 

Who would not love the flowers ? 
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Beautiful shines the dew 
Upon their opening petals, when fair mom 

Awakes each bird anew, 
To trill its anthem on the scented thorn, — 
Fairer by far than fairest earthly gem, 
Crowning the year with beauty's diadem, — 

Who would not love the flowers ? 

Sweet in the quiet room. 
Plucked by fond fingers, placed beside the bed 

Where sickness steals the bloom 
From cheeks, once like the blushing rose as red, 
Wafting cool odour o'er the fevered brow, 
Or the wan face, pale as the lily now ! 

Who would not love the flowers ? 

They speak to me of love. 
Of Eden innocence, they point away 

To the green hills above. 
Where amaranthine glory smiles for aye, 
No noisome weeds to cull, no frosts to blight, 
No clouds to come between us and the light, — 

Who would not love the flowers ? 

" Mother ! " exclaimed a boy, 
" Shall there be any flowers in heaven ? pray tell ! " — 

" Oh, yes, there will my joy ! 
And of transcendent hue, and loveliest smell. 
For all things beautiful, and bright, and fair. 
And pure, and innocent, shall blossom there ! " — 

Who would not love the flowers ? 
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A dr£am of madness. 

In a cellar cold and damp, 

Methought I lay -alone, 
With fever, and agtfe, and cramp. 

With shudder, and cdgh, and groan, 
My light was a ghostly lamp. 

My pillow a naked stone ! 

Haggard, and worn, and lean, 
I knew not how long I lay, 

Since the sunlight I had seen. 
It looked like many a day, 

Yet I knew that I once had been 
Happy, and strong, and gay. 

Far stretched above my head 

Were the close-ribbed prison bars, 

Gloomy and black, instead 
Of the golden glowing stars, 

Nothing but stone and lead, 
Chains, and sorrows, and scars ! 

I knew not the reason why 
Those galling chains I wore, 

The past was dreamy, and I 
Wondered and sighed the more. 

But I prayed that I soon might die 
And my prison life be o'er ! 

And beings grim and queer 

Haunted my gloomy cell. 
Oft whispering in my ear 

Strange thoughts I may not tell, 
But I knew that the dead were near, 

The dead that live in hell ! 
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" Lost ! Lost ! " — they seemed to say, 
While I could not chobse but hear — 

* * Lost ! Lost, for ever and jiye 1 " — 
Till my bones they rattled with f ear. 

And I knew 'twas vain to pray 
I but writhed in dumb despair. 

Then madness came again ! 

Oh, no one understands 
The heat of a burning brain, 

While I tried to burst my bands, 
Till the fevered blood would stain 

The manacles on my hands. 

" Peace ! Peace ! one moment peace ! " — 
And I madly writhed, and swore, — 

" When will the horror cease ? 
Oh 1 cruel fiends ! give o'er ! " — 

But I felt my pain increase, 
And the demons laughed the more 1 

Oh me I 'Twas a dreadful dream I 

But long and length I woke, 
And the truth dawned like a gleam 

Of light when the day has broke, 
'' Thank God for Reason's beam ! " 

Were the very first words I spoke. 
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EOSABELL. 

I SAW her in the dawn of life 

Kneel by a parent's knee, 
Unconscious of the world's rude strife 

Her heart from guile was free, 
While sinless were the blushes meek, 
Which played upon her dimpled cheek. 

And once again I saw that form, 

And beauty still was there, 
Tho' round her swelled the ciiy's storm 

Hers was a purer air. 
Like some sweet flower divinely made, 
To bloom in quiet Seclusion's shade. 

The twilight lent its golden tinge 

To paint her auburn hair. 
The summer morning's roseate fringe 

Pictured her image fair, 
Ah me ! — It would be'hard to tell, 
How beautiful was Rosabell ! 

Fair is each opening floweret's eye 
When falls the morning dew, 

Bright are the burning orbs on high 
Up in the dark deep blue, 

But fairer, brighter, there she stood 

In all the charms of womanhood. 

Tears rolled aw^y, and I had ranged 

Beyond the billows' foam. 
And once again with heart unchanged 

I sought my native home, 
Sought the old haunts where once I played, 
So blythely in that city's shade. 
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'Twas night, and many a sickly lamp 

Lightened the pallid gloom, 
But I heeded not the passer's tramp, 

Nor Youth and Beauty's bloom, 
I wandered on in wildering maze 
Amid those scenes of other days. 

And as I mused, the voice of song 

Swelled on my listening ear, 
I joined the quickly gathering throng 

Which stood entranced to hear, 
For the voice was sweet, untrained by art, 
Tho' it seemed the song of a broken heart. 

Say ! wherefore did the saddening sigh 

Swell from my troubled soul ? — 
And wherefore from my wondering eye 

Did the burning tear-drops roll ? — 
Ah ! need I pause the tale to tell 1 
It. was the voice of Rosabell ! 

Thus sung she, wandering on her way, 

Weary, and wet and worn. 
Spent was her form, her cheek like clay, 

Her garments thin and torn, 
I followed quickly, — was it well 
To ask her : Art thou Kosabell ? 

She turned on me her wondering gaze. 

And tried in vain to speak. 
Were those the orbs I used to praise, 

Was that the dimpled cheek ? — 
Where was the roseate flush, and where 
The tresses of her golden hair ? 
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A troubled light shone in that eye 

Which wore a look of pain, 
She checked a w^ary struggling sigh, 

And looked at me again, 
Till, as I caught her trembling hand 
At length she seemed to understand. 

Instant she drooped her sinking head, 

While tears began to flow, 
'' Oh ! why this dreadful change !" I said, 

" It was not always so"^ — 
" I loved not wisely, but too well " — 
Replied the voice of Rosabell. 

" My Spring was sweet, my Summer green,- 

Too green to flourish long ! 
Soon Winter's blight transformed the scene. 

And sadly changed my song. 
My story's short, — the tempter's spell 
Was woven round me, and — ^I fell 1 

'* And he who vowed by heaven to make 
Me his, with ample dower, — 

I never dreamed he would forsake 
Me, in my darkest hour, — 

Oh, think ! he spumed me from his feet, 

To perisli in the dreadful street I 

" Now worn and weary, spent with grief, 

A fire consumes my brain. 
Oh God of mercy ! send relief, 

For help of man is vain. 
'Tis over ! fainter comes my breathe 
There's nothing now for me but death I" 
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She would have fallen. I caught her form, 
. And bore her from the spot, 
We laid her on a stranger^s bed, 
And bathed her temples hot. 
I thought, as tolled the midiiight knell, 
'Twill soon be over, Rosabell ! 

'Twas vain to stem the tide of life 

Or act the soother's part. 
Nothing on earth could yield relief. 

Or heal a broken heart. 
Yet heard she many a word I said, 
And listened calmly when I prayed, — 

But spake not, for the seal of death 

Was on her wandering tongue. 
Save when with feeble quivering breath 

Snatches of song she sung. 
Old hymns of holy prayer and praise, 
Stored in the heart in earlier days. 

Then as one wakening from a dream, 

Without a trace of guile. 
She gazed around with softened beam, 

Till a sweet peaceful smile 
Dawned o'er her countenance, which wore 
Again the loving look of yore. 

« 

Needless to linger on the tale, 

I saw it from the first. 
Neglect and shame, starvation pale 

And grief, had done their worst. 
Earth hailed again the dawn of day. 
But she from earth had passed away t 
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My curse upon the perjured wretch 
Who wrought the shame and woe 1 

So may he reap the bitter seed 
Which heartless, he doth sow, — 

Ooward ! beware the avenging rod I 

You can't escape the bar of God ! 

Awake my country ! wherefore sleep 
While vice extends her wave ? 

O'er scenes like these who would not weep. 
But tears can never save ! — 

Hurl the foul monster from the land ! — 

High Heaven will arm the willing hand. 



NEW YEAR'S DAY HYMN. 

This new year mom, oh God, we meet 
To worship round thy mercy-seat, 
With thankful heart for blessings past, 
With faith to trust Thee to the last. 

Our father's God in days gone by. 
When friends were few and foes were nigh, 
Their children we, would worship still 
Our father's God on Zion's hill. 

We sing the songs our fathers sung, 
We strike the lyre Eang David strung. 
We swell the glad triumphal strains 
Which angels sung on Bethlehem's plains. 

How sweet to tread the courts of God 
In the same steps our fathers trod. 
And see by faith heaven's radiant shore 
Where those we loved have gone before ! 
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This opening year we ask for grace. 
For strength, to run the Christian race, 
As mounts the lark on morning's wing, 
So may we rise, and soaring sing. 

When hills are high, and waters deep. 
When shadows round our pathway creep. 
Our longing eyes would turn to Thee, 
Till gilt with gold the cloud would be. 

And as our years successive glide, 
As friends and loved ones leave our side. 
Help us each moment to improve 
To live for Thee, and in Thy love. 

That when the Bridegroom's voice is heard, 
More sweet than summer song of bird, 
The wedding garment to us given, 
We may sit down with Thee in heaven. 



*« FOLLOW ME." 

l^XTST I go to the hills of the Holy Land, 

Li order to follow Jesus % 
To the beautiful hills of the Holy Land, 
Tabor, and Zion, and Hermon grand. 
Must I seek alone, when the sun has set. 
Some grassy slope of Mount Olivet, 
To breathe the breath of Devotion true. 
Till my locks are wet with the midnight dew^ 

In order to follow Jesus ? 
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Must I walk the vales of the Holy Land, 

In order to follow Jesus ? 
By the streams and lakes of the Holy Land, 
Where Jordan flows, or along the strand 
Now trod by the Arab, wandering free, 
Where murmur the waves of Galilee, 
Must I wander weary o'er plain and dell. 
And rest in the noon by Jacob's well, 

Li order to follow Jesus ? 

Must I seek those spots in the Holy Land 

Rendered sacred by Jesus ? 
Oh ! holy names, which will never fade, 
Oethsemane's dark mysterious shade,' 
Calvary's knoll, with its cross of pain, 
Where the Holy One for us was slain, — 
Must I cross the ocean which intervenes. 
And live and die 'mid those wondrous scenes, 
In order to follow Jesus ? 

Oh no ! There's another Holy Land, 

Where we all may follow Jesus, — 
It's walks are paved with mercy and love. 
It's rivers rise 'mong the hills above. 
It hath lowly vales of sorrow and care, 
And heights where the soul may rise in prayer. 
It hath homes to brighten, and hearts to cheer. 
And paths of usefulness, far and near, 
Where we may follow Jesus. 

So, it's not so far to the Holy Land, 

Where we all may follow Jesus ! 
( Living for others, to save the lost. 

Calming the waves for the tempest tossed, 
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Feeding the hungry, with God's own bread, 
Healing the sick ones, raising the dead, 
Thus tracing the path which the Master trod, 
And humbly walking each day with God, 
So may we follow Jesus 1 



OLD UNCLE JAKE. . 

CF«fe-« Detroit Free Press," SfSnd Oct., 1887.) 

His hair wa^ white as the virgin snow. 

Coal black his dusky skin. 
But a right good royal knightly heart 

Beat lovingly within. 

Long had he bravely borne the heat ^ 

And burden of the day. 
Plodding on through the drifting years, 

From mom till evening grey. 

But the weight of age now pressed him sore. 

Dim grew the lustrous eye, 
While **Mas'r'' and all the loved ones knew, 

Poor Uncle Jake must die. 

He had been their friend in younger years, ' 
Had hobbled them on his knee, 

Watched them with pride as they grew up. 
Shared in their rollicking glee, — 

Now in his little cabin snug. 

With feebly throbbing breath, 
£(0 waits the coming of angel feet 

On the border land of Death. 
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One lovely eve, as the setting sun 

Was flooding the landscape fair 
With golden light, and the breath of flowers 

Made balmy the woodland air, 

Around his bed a sorrowful group 

Were summoned in haste, they knew 
To hear the good soul's dying words. 

And bid him a last adieu. 

There were ** Mas'r," and '' Missus," some neighbours too^ 

Poor Dinah, his own dear wife. 
With the ''chillun *' €U>d had given them, now 

Themselves well up in life. 

The old clock ticked on the mantle-shelf, 

No other sound was heard, 
Save the laboured breath of the dying man, 

A sob, or a whispered word. 

Old Jake had quietly lain for hours 

Heedless of sight or sound. 
When, suddenly opening wide his eyes 

He eagerly stared around 

On the loving group beside the bed. 

And seemed to understand, 
For he roused himself to speak, and first 

Took hold of his master's hand — 

** Old Mas'r, I'se served yer faithfully 

All dese years has I not ? " 
** Yes, Jake ! " "And ever sin' ye wur bom 

It has been my blessed lot 
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** Ter stick to you, Mas'r, thro' thick and thin, 

Now de Lawd says I must go, 
Yer has nothing agin me, Mas'r, eh ? " — 

** Oh, no, my dear Jake, no ! " 

'' Oh, Missus, come nearer, honey dear, 

Jake's eyes are gettin' dim, — 
And the chillun — ^let me bless them all 

As I stand on Jordan's brim. 

^ Boob yer mind how I cared for you and dem. 

When Mas'r went to de war ? 
How glad we was when, long and length 

He came home widout a scar 1 

''Promise me dat yer will be kind 

To old Dinah, for my sake. 
And de chillun dat I leave behind " — 

''I promise that, dear Jake." 

"Now, T'ank de Lawd, I'se happy now," 

And he laid his trembling hand 
On the awe-struck loved ones, one by one, 

As they knelt a tearful band 

Beside the bed — ^ I lubs ye all, 

God bless yer, my chillun dear. 
My picaninnies, you'll think on me 

When I'm no longer here. 

" And oh, my Dinah ! my own true lub ! 

Come near as close as yer can, 
I wants yer to put your arms around 

The neck ob yer poor old man. 
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''And you'll kiss me ! wont yer, honey dear? 

And lay yer cheek ter mine 
As yer used ter do in the courtin' days, 

When bright de moon did shine I 

'' Der white folk sees no booty in yer, 
Dey says you is black and grim, 

But Jake knows what a faithful wife 
Yer has alius been ter him. 

'' Ah, Dinah ! yer all de world ter me, 
Although yer is black as night, 

I know de booty and lub in yer 
Dat's hidden out ob de sight. 

''And now I'se about ter cross alone 
De great wide ribber ob Death 

Into der kingdom come, for I know 
I'se agoin' dere by faith. 

" Dere'll be no mo' black skins dere, honey ! 

Oh ! I'se get de white robe fair, 
And a golden crown, and look yer, lub — 

I'se gwine ter wait for you dere. 

" Hark ! don't yer hear de sound ob bells. 
And de singin' ob Angels too ? 

I declare dey is openin' de gates ob heben 
Ter let old Jake go through. 

" Hallylewger ! I'se a comin', Lawd ! 

Oh, I see de streets ob gold, 
I'se touchin' the Jordan ! — Glory : — But 

De watter does feel so cold, 



Miscellaneous Pieces. 173 

"And rse losin' the warm clasp ob yer arms, 
I'se " only a long-drawn breath, 

A broken sigh, and old Uncle Jake 
Had crossed the river of Death ! 

As faithful a heart as ever beat 

In a rough but honest breast, 
No longer throbbed with the pulse of life, 

He had entered into rest ! 



SONNET.— TO A BROTHER BARD. 

Why does the harp of Caledonia slumber % 

Is there no hand to sweep her sounding lyre. 

No spirit burning with poetic fire 
To sweep her trembling cords, and swell the number 

Of those whose cherished names shall ne'er expire ? 
Oh ! that my fingers had the thrilling touch 

Of magic minstrelsy ! then would I break 

The solemn silence, and my harp awake 
To strains of love and glory prized so much. 
Full many a star adorns the brow of Fame, 

Yet there is room for more, awake, and sing ! 

Rise Scotia ! till your glens with music ring, 
Till hearts are glowing with a heaven-bom flame. 
And greener laurels bloom around the minstrers name. 



PICTURES FRAMED IN DORIC. 



«-<r^S.<rQ!5tS>'^>^ 



TO ADAM MILLER. 

Hkbx's to ye Adam ! Here's yer health I 
I dinna wish ye lots o' wealth, 
Nor poverty, in case by stealth 

Te gang an' steal, 
But jist as muckle honest pelf 

As keep ye weeL 

I wish ye lang and happy days. 
Enough o' meat, and walth o' claes, 
Wi* victory ower a' the faes 

That wid oppress ye, 
May Fortune's sun shed down her rays 

And ever bless ye. 

But should misfortune mak' ye dull, 
Don't drown yer thoucht by drinkin' yill, 
ISoT patronize the whisky still 

To banish care : 
At purer streams yer pitcher fill, 

There's safety there. 



{ 
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Here's to the Queen, an' a' the nation, 
To Britain's sons in every station, 
I wish they'd keep frae fermentation 

Or thouchts o' strife. 
An' leeve, the worl's admiration : 

A peacef u' life ! 

Here's to oor hame an' native Ian', 
In which oor favoured lot has fa'en. 
May sweet Contentment's sunshine dawn 

On ane an' a', 
Here's to oor frien's baith near at han' 

An' far awa'. 

And here's to ane, her name is — well ! — 
It's maybe better no' to tell. 
At onyrate, ye ken yersel', 

But, for a's sake 
Sune may we hear the weddin' bell. 

An' pree the cake ! 

Baith you an' her — I wish ye weel ! 
Lang may yer pocks be fou o' meal ! 
Yer generous hearts be true an' leal, — 

As they are noo, 
Lang may ye disappoint the deil 

An' a' his crew 1 

May garlands roun' yer pathway grow, 
While time and tide harmonious row. 
An' frien'ship's fire aye kindly lowe 

' On life's rough stage. 

Till ilka weel-kent worthy pow 

Is white wi* age. — 
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Syne, whan oor days on earth are dune, 
Awa' frae sorrow, pain, an' sin, 
Ten thoosan' miles ayont the mune 

May we be there ! 
Safe, safe the gowden gates within, 

To pairt nae mair. 



THE LORD'S MESSAGE TO THE KING. 

(2 Kings xz. 1*6.) 

The gnid King lay on his bed o' state. 

An' a gey dune man was he. 
Though he houpit still wi' the Lord's guidwiU 

That he michtna jist yet dee. 

The Court physicians sheuk their heids, 

But ne'er a word spak' they, 
Tho' they hovered aboot the sick man's room, 

An' watched him while he lay. 

Li cam' the Prophet o' the Lord, 

Till he stood beside the bed. 
Solemn an' slow, like a funeral dirge, 

Were the waefu' words he said : 

<< Thus saith the Lord ! "—the King look'd up. 

An' wistfully held his breath — 
*' Get yer hoose in order, lose nae time, 

For yer sickness 'ill end in death 1 " 

The messenger boo'd, then steppit oot 

As quait as a flake o' snaw. 

The guid King lay for a moment stunned, 

Then turned his face tae the wa'. 

M 
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** Has it come to this ? Oh Lord my God ! 

What hae I — what hae I dune % 
Keep min' hoo I walked wi' a perfect heart, 

Aye shunnin' the ways o' sin." 

Thus he prayed, wi' his wan face to the wa', 
While his sabbin' sheuk the bed — 

Alas ! for the Prophet's unwelcome ca' 
An' the 'lorn words he had said. 

But wha's this hurryin' back to the hoose 

Wi' a quicker blyther gait ? — 
It's the man o' God, an' he mak's his way 

Ance mair to that bed o' state. 

But his big black een hae a brichter leuk, 

His voice has a cheerier ring, 
As he hastily bends doun ower the bed, 

An' speaks to the waukrif e King : 

" Guid news ! " — an' the coortiers gather roun'- 
*' Guid news ! Thus saith the Lord, 

' I hae heard thy prayer, I hae seen thy tears,' 
An' noo this is the word : 

*' ' I'll set ye up on yer feet again, 

An' mak' ye perfectly haill, 
An' ye'll come an' pray in my haly hoose 

On the third day without fail. 

" ' I'll bless yer frien's, I'll conquer yer faes, 

Sae e'en dry up yer tears. 
An' I'll gae ye a further lease o* yer life 

For ither fifteen years ! '" 
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Hurrah ! hurrah ! there was joy that day, 

'Cause the folk believed the word, 
An' the guid King payed wi' a reemin' heart 

Thank oflferings to the Lord. 



Oh frien's and neibors ! tak' tent to this : 

We're a' but tenants at will, 
The message '11 come to you some nicht, 

An' yer hearts grow cauld an' still. 

Red up yer hooses ! hae a' things straucht, 
Be the guid Lord's bairns, I pray, 

Then oh, the joy when He fetches ye hame 
To His haly howff for aye. 



THE SYIIO-PHENI0LA.N WOMAN. 

Ae day when oor Lord was far awa' 

On the Syro-Phenician coast, 
Huntin' for sheep that had wan'ered wide, 

Seekin' to save the lost, 

A woman, sair forfoughen wi' grief, 

Wi' a dochter ill at hame, 
Cam' rinnin' to seek the Maister's help, 

Tho', a Gentile, she had nae claim. 

An' she widna tak' Nay ! but cried an' cried : 

" Oh Lord, hae mercy on me ! " 
Till the selfish disciples said : '* Sen' her awa', 

She'll bother us, that ye'll see." 
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Oh, cauld were the words the Maister spak', 
As He passed on stern and douce : 

*' I'm only come to leuk efter the sheep 
Belangin' to Israel's hoose ! " 

Puir woman ! was this the kindly man 

Wha never said No ! to ane, 
Wha never refaised to help the puir, 

Be they deaf, or dumb, or blin' ? 

Was this the man wi' the lovin' heart, 

Wi* the ready open han', 
For the waef u' an' the desolate, 

For the sufferin' an' the f a'en ? 

« 

But she nearer cam', wi' a trustfu' heart 

Still lippenin' to be heard, 
An' her prayer was : ''Lord, hae mercy on me," 

Tho' He answered her no' a word ! 

Then doon she fell at His haly feet — 
Will the guid Lord spurn her there ? — 

Wi' winnerfu' perseverance, still 
" Lord help me " was her prayer. 

'^ What ! " quo' the Lord, as He leukit doon, 

'' Nice thing it wad be indeed. 
To tak' the laif that belangs to the bairns 

An' gie't to the dougs insteed ! " 

"Be it sae 1 " quo' she, ** ye hae spoken truth, 

An' I thank ye for the word. 
For e'en the dougs partake o' the crumbs 

Whilk fa' f rae their Maister's board 1 " 



Pictures framed in Doric, 1 8 1 

Dumfoonered the Heevenly Maister stood, 

Wi' the love-licht in His ee — 
'* Oh woman, woman ! great is thy faith, 

E'en sae be it unto thee, 

'' Gae hame in peace ! I hae heard your prayer " — 

An' His words fell saft an' sweet. 
She gat the blessin' whare a' maun come 

Tae be bless'd — at the Maister's feet. 

She wrung a " Yea " frae the Saviour's " Nay ! " 

'Cause her confidence never failed. 
An' noo she's enrolled 'mang the guid and true 

Wha had power wi' God an' prevailed. 

Oh, wearifu' hearts, wi' a burden sair ! 

Tak' courage frae this my sang, 
To the Lord, wha lo'es ye in spite o' a', 

In faith an' humility gang. 

He'll maybe delay, but He'll no' deny, 

He may hide His face for a wee. 
He may keep ye chappin' a while at His door, 

Jist to try yer sincerity ; 

But oh ! the blessin's no' far awa', 
An' ye'U thank Him yet, I can tell — 

Ilk trial '11 prove but a link in the chain 
To bind ye the mair to HimseF. 
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BLIND BARTIMEUS. 

In the shade o' a bonnie green palm tree, 

On the ootskirts o' a toun, 
A puir blin' beggar sat a'e day 

I' the licht o' an eastern noon. 

Alang the valley the Jordan row'd, 

The swallow was on the wing, 
While gairdens fair were blossomin* there, 

r the Ji)reath o' the wauk'nin' Spring, — 

But in vain for that lorn beggar man 

Were the hues o' gowd an' green. 
For the siller rays o' the cloudless sun 

Fell dark on his sichtless e'en. 

And there in his flappin' threed-bare clowk, 

A stick in his caref u' han', 
Tae beg an aum's frae the passers by, 

He taks his f oror'nar staun. 

'* What's this I hear ? " — 'twas the pair man spak'- 
'^ What's the meanin' o' a' this thrang ? 

There's suirly an unco crood owerby, 
Wha's this that's comin' alang ? " 

« 

Quo' he, an' then gaed an awf u' start, 

As he heard the short reply : — 
*' Jesus the Prophet, the winnerfu' man 

Frae Nazareth, passeth by." 

Tou'd a thoucht the beggar man was gyte ! 

He sheuk as he wid hae fa'en, 
But getherin' stren'th he grippit his stick 

Mair ticht in his wizen'd han', 
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An' cried, tho' the folk said : '^ Haud yer tongue ! '' 

Ay ! muckle an' mair cried he, — 
*' Jesus, thou Son o' Israers King, 

Hae mercy. Lord, on me 1 " 

Will the King's Son stop on His Royal march 

Wi' gentry on ilka han', 
Wha hang on His lips, will He stop His march 

For the sake o' a beggar man ? — 

Ah 1 they didna ken the heart o' the Lord, 

Nor the love that low'd therein, 
Gin they thoucht the prayer o' a humble soul 

Wid fail an answer to win ! 

** Thou Son o' David, hae mercy on me ! " — 

But the crood gaed careless .by^ — 
It was only a puir blin' beggar man. 

An' wha wid heed U^ cry ! 

Wheesht ! — for the Lord has stoppet short ! — 

"Puir man ! bring him ower to Me." 
Sae they gaed to fetch him : " Come, cheer up I 

Rise, for He calleth thee ! " 

He fiang his raggy auld clowk awa', 

An' hurried wi' altered gait. 
Till he cam' an' boo'd at the Quid Lord's feet, 

Whare he hadna lang to wait. 

*« What wilt thou I shall do to thee ? " 

Were the words the Maister spak', — 
"Lord, that I might receive my sight," 

Was the answer that cam' back. 
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" Rbobivb thy sight ! " — an' He laid His hauns 

On the puir man's sichtlesB e'en, 
It was only a word, a moment's wark, 

But oh ! gin ye <x>uld hae seen 

The blin' man's rapture, as, waitin' there 

He lippen'd the Speaker's word, 
An' gazed wi' a winnerf u' thankf u' heart, 

r the face o' His lovin' Lord ! 

He could see ! the lang dark nicht was past ! 

The scales frae his e'en had fa'en, 
An' oh, the joy that flooded his heart ! — 

But the Saviour maun be gaun, — 

Wi' nimble feet he followed Him S3aie, 
As He passed alang the road, 

While the crood, wha a moment held their breath, 

« 

Noo shouted praise to God. 




THE HAWTHORN TREE. 

Fomenst oor parlour window 

There's a big auld hawthorn tree, 
An' mony a usefu' sermon 

Has it quaitly preached to me, 
Through the quick revolvin' seasons, 

r the sunglint and the shade, 
True amid a' the changes 

Auld wrinkled Time has made. 
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My memory clings wi' fondness 

Boun' that auld knarled tree, 
Oh, mony an angry whuff o' win' 

Has sheuk its brainches free \ 
An' mony a Yule wi' fairy han' 

Has pouthered it ower wi' snaw, 
Till it seemed a thing unearthly, 

Frae the guid place far awa'. 

An' as the days grew langer, 

An' seeds began to braird, 
Up 'mong its buddin' brainches 

At gloamin', could be heard 
The mellow whustlin' blackbird — 

Oh, welcome was his sang ! 
Till the daylight dee'd in darkness 

The wastlan' hills amang. 

An' oh ! when the gowden simmer 

Fhuig glory ower the earth. 
An' a' that's sweet an' beautifu' 

In Nature had its birth — 
What a sicht to see that hawthorn 

A mass o' snawy bloom, 
Growin' fomenst oor window, 

Darkenin' the vera room ! 

Naethin' was seen ayont it^ 

Noucht but its flow'rs an' leaves, 
Wi' aneath, a gowany carpet, 

Such as the simmer weaves. 
An' the win' frae groves of spices 

Soughed thro' the laden boughs. 
Till the hairst awoke the reapers 
To sing amang the knowes. 
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An' Doo it's the deid o' winter, 

Its boughs are bleak an' bare. 
But I somehoo like it the better 

That its blossoms are nae there ; 
For through its rifled brainches, 

Like watchfu' guards on high, 
I can see wi' a thankfu' spirit 

The stars of Gk)d in the di 



^- 



I see them noo, but I couldna 

When the 'oors were bricht an' lang, 
When the fragrant blossoms cam' atween, 

An' the earth was fou o' sang. 
Oh 1 in the dark an' solemn nicht 

O' sorrow, an' pain, an' sin, 
Hoo gran' to leuk wi' the ee o' faith 

To the lichts that gleam abune ! 

An' so, as the days grow shorter, 

When caulder blaws the breeze, 
When the wintry win' plays havoo 

Amang yer gairden trees, 
When the bonny flow'rs o' simmer 

lie buried aneath the sod, 
Leuk up through the leafless tree o' life. 

An' read the stars of God. 
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THE THREE BAIRNS. 

I HAE gotten in charge three unco weans, — 

If weans the three we may ca', — 
To feed, an* deed, an' preserve frae scaith, 

For the Ane wha owns them a', 
Sae far in peace they hae warstled through, 

Couthie, an' middlin' yaul, 
The tane's ca'd "Body," the tither "Mind," 

The third we hae cliristened "Saul." 

The first's a stout rampagious chiel'. 

Whiles wantin' his ain bit way, 
Sae we jist maun keep him weel in han 

Tho' we canna watch him aye. 
An' its winnerfu' the meat it taks 

For to fill his hungry bags, 
An' the duds o' claes aye noos an' thens, 

Or he sune wid gang in rags. 

The next's a bairn o' a different stamp 

Wi' great big thouchtfu' e'en, 
Aye speerin' questions, an' readin' beuks 

Till I'm aft dumfoonered clean. 
An' he keeks, an' pon'ers the hale day lang. 

Aye tryin' the mair to learn, 
O ! what'll he be when he grows a man, 

When he's sic an extr'on'ar* bairn ! 

An' the third, — But its no' in mortal words 

To tell what he's like ava', 
Tho' he's geylies hampered, an' keepit doon 

At times by the ither twa, — 
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But I ken he*s bom to greater things, 

Than is dreamed o' aneath the sky, 
An' I houp he'll shine i' the licht o' Gk)dy 

When time has lang gaen by. 

Three fashions bairns ! to train them weel 

I hae need o' muckle grace, 
To temper wisdom wi* kin*ly love, 

An' keep ilk ane in its place, 
I maun tent them canny an' dae my best 

To present them clean an' braw. 
That the Ane wha owns them may say "Weel dune !" 

When he comes to tak' them awa'. 



STANZAS. 

AFTER A LONG DAY's BiABCH. SWITZE&LAND. 

Oh, weary scramble up the hill ! 

An' weary wauchel doun the brae ! 
Frae early mom I've wan'ered on. 

Till noo it's gettin' gloamin' grey. 

Whiles restin' by the roarin' linn. 
Whiles keekin' doun some ugly gap. 

Or getherin' flow'rs o' ilka shade, 
Frae mither Nature's fruitf u' lap. 

An' twa mile yet ! — lang measured miles, 
Windin' an' twistin' roun' an' roun', 

Expectin' every ither turn 

To see the kirk spire o' the toun. 

Oh for a saf t, auld easy chair ! 

A pair o' bachles for my feet 1 
A table wi' a clean claith spread. 

An' somethin' awfu' guid to eat. 
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This nicht puir Saunners disna need 

A feather bed to rest his banes^ — 
My word ! I maist could steek my een 

An' saftly sleep on cobble staues ! 

Some waukrife bodies need a dram 

At hummock-time to coup them ower, 
They fain wid hae an aucht 'oors' snooze. 

But een maun be content wi' fower. 

A walk o' aucht an' twenty mile 

Alang a roughs auld mountain road « 

Wid sen' them straucht, the shortest cut, 

Sicht slap intae the Ian' o' Nod ! 

Oh, balmy sleep ! the gangral's frien' ! 

Oh health-restorin', peaceful dwaum ! 
By thee the rugged waves o' life 

Are smoothed into an unco calm. 

But there's the toun, an' here's the Inn, — 

Guidwife, put on the ham an' eggs ! 
Infuse the tea ! then kindly mak' 

A guid clean bed to stretch my legs. 

For I hae siller i' my pooch, 

An' frien's at hame wha wish me weel, 
Tho' mom maun see me aff again 

Wi' strength renewed mair hills to speel. 



TO A FRIEN'. 

Hoo's a' the folk in Ga'ston ? 

I houp they're a' quite weel, 
nk decent woman body. 

An' honest hamely chiel. 
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Does wark keep middlin' plenty ? 

Yersel' — Hoo dae ye fen ? 
Sit doon man, twa three minutes, 

An' tell us a' ye ken. 

Nae doot there's walth o' changes 

At hame, sin' last we met, 
But e'en tho' maist a stranger, 

I like the auld place yet. 
Tho' mony a flow'r has faded 

That blossomed in Life's June, 
An' auld familiar faces 

Hae vanished f rae the toon. 

They tell me Death's been busy. 

His yaird's fast fillin' up — 
Of course we a' at some time 

Maun drink his gruesome cup. 
There's births, an' deaths, an' weddin's, 

We're bom, an' then we dee — 
Gin life were noucht but this, man, 

A puir thing it wid be ! 

I maistly read ** The dasher^** 

That sheet oor f rien' throws aflf. 
Which keeps us gae weel posted 

In a' the toon's gifT-gaff. 
An' whiles a daunerin' native 

Leuks in, — But oh, I ween. 
His ca's, like angels visits, 

Are few and far between. 

Hoo's the new '* black coats " daein' ? 

I houp they'll match the auld 1 
Heeven sen' them grace ! — the weather ? 

Ay ! its been desperate cauld. 



Pictures framed in Doric, 191 

'™ ' ' 111 ■ ■■■■» ■ ■ ■■■ ■ ■ ■ I. ■ ^^^^^^^m^mmm^i^m 

I hear some gangral bodies 

Hae maist been smoored wi' snaw ; 
For me — frae my warm ingle 

I watched the big flakes fa'. 

Pity the storm-tossed sailor 

Warslin' afore the mast ! 
Pity the shepherd laddie 

Oot in the cauld, cauld blast ! 
Oh man, we should be thankf u' 

For meat, an' claes, an' hame, 
An' friendship's lowe, — to yammer 

Would be a burning shame. 

When am I comin' doon ? Eh ? 

I couldna say for suir, 
Unless you'll mak' a promise 

To pay my railway fare ! 
Guid guide us, au' protect us 

Frae iU folk an' the deil ! 
Gae a' the frien's my compUments, 

An' tell them that we're weel. 



GEORDIE MITCHELL. 

Wha is yon we step ungainly, 
Stoiterin' ower the muckle brig, 

Drivin' twa-three kye afore him, 
Playin' wi' a willow twig ? 

See his sonsie cheeks a' shakin' 
As his foot comes stottin' doon ; 

See him smilin^, lauchin', gloomin', 
Starin' thowlessly aroun'. 
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See him scart his heid bewildered, 
Coontin' ower hi^f hoard o' preens, 

While his auld hat's perfect' packit 
Fou o' twine in ravelled skeinB. 

See him, stick in haun', sae wise like, 
As the '* cauld fair day " gangs by, 

Deep in thouchtfu' contemplation, 
Judgin' a' the horse an' kye. 

See him hurryin' frae the Barr-waal, 

Carryin' water for the tea : 
Ah, but ! — see him unco happy 

Wi' a wee drap in his e'e. 

Little cares he for the morrow 
Wi' its mony ups an' doons, 

Nations risin', empires fa'in', 
Royal heads bereft o' crowns. 

Things micht a' gang tapsalteerie, 
Gae him but his meat and claes, 

(Whiles a wee bit fairin' extra), 
Happy he'd be a' his days. 

Honest, harmless Geordie Mitchell ! 

Far removed frae wai'l'ly strife, 
Thou hast done what many have not, 

Thou hast made a mark in life. 

For altho' thy form nae langer 
Lingers aboot Peggie's door, 
^; Tho' thy voice — ne'er famed for sweetness — 
Soundeth never as of yore. 
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Still in wauken dreams I hear thee. 

Still I see thy gait uncouth. 
While thy name will ever mingle 

Wr the memories o' youth, 

Tho' obscured thy mental vision, 

Tho' thy name but few regaird. 
Peace be to thine ashes Geordie, 

Sleepin' in the auld kirkyard I 



BENJIE CURBIE. 



Another picture of a well-known local character— always harrying along mat- 
tering "JETutiiMrf, thfAuaitltf' etc. 

LosHy stan' back ! wha's yon that's coming 

Up the Orchard Street pell meU, 
Bent on some eztror'nar' business, 

Talkin' loodly to himsel' ?— 

Suirly ye maun be a stranger ! 

Ken ye no yon eident duel ? 
Anxious, restless, — (tho' he's faiUn' I) 

Benjie ! — kent in Ga'ston weel. 

Noisy whiles, an' gae ootspoken, 

Still he's harmless as a lamb ; 
StroUin' doon the Irvine water, 

Starin' at the muckle dam. 

Loiterin' at the Cooper's comer, 

Syne awa' wi' nimble feet,— 

Hurryin' wi' his airms full swingin', 

Thro' the cross an' up the street. 

N 
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Hark t the chiel has walth o' siller, 

'* Honners ! thousan's ! ! " ower an'.ower, 

Gerties he may weel be careworn, 
Certies — ay ! ye weel may glower ! 

'* Hunners ! thousands ! ! " — ^hear him coontin' ; 

Lots o' money — in his brain ! 
" Ay ! Fine day ! — ay ! — Hunners I thooBan's I 

See ! — ^In haste he's off again ! 

Oallans— dinna meddle Benjie, 

Dinna tease the honest man ; 
See hoo grey hae grown his haffets, 

Treat him kindly while ye can. 

Smooth for him life's shady pathway ; 

Gae him whUes a wab to beam, 
Or a x>ock o* claith to carry, — 

Bricht an' active he will seem. 

Leukin f orrit to the coppers, 

Or a canty cup o' tea,^— 
Syne he'll blythely canter hamewards 

Wi' a twinkle in his e'e. 

Benjie Curbie ! though thy cannel 
Disna shine as bricht's the sun, 

Tho' thy name an' fame may perish 
When life's busy race is run. 

Aiblins thou hast done thy duty. 

In the kindly licht o' Heaven, 
Guidness disna leuk for greatness 

Whaur the talent wasna given. 



19 
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TEus I hail thee, honest Benjie, 

Ab a brither an' a man ! 
Let US a' as Heaven has blessed us^ 

Dae oor duty while we can. 



AN EVERY DAY STORY. 

'' FoBTY lang years, man an' wife, 
We hae leev'd in peace thegither ; 
Whiles, nae dout, a word o' strife, 
Still, content wi' ane anither. 

** Forty years ! man, hoo they've past ! 
Every ane the faster fleein', 
Bringin' life's fareweel at last — 
For the doctor says he's deein'. 

'* Yes ! I fin't gae sair to pairt, 

Mony a time my e'en get blearie 
Wi' the big saut tears that start, 
Thinkin' thouchts that mak' me weary, 

" Till I try to leuk abune. 

Syne a glint o' licht comes shinin'. 
For I ken "Bxi wull be dune, 
Shame it were to be repinin'. 

** I hae bom twal baimies braw. 
Ilka ane wi' joy receivin', 
Weel an' welcome were they a' — 
Ony deid ? I've jist iwa leemC ! 



196 Stewards Poems. 

" Only twa out o' the twal ! 

Dochters baith, a comfort to me, 
Ane's at service up the hill. 
While the youngest's stoppin' wi' me." 

* * And the ten ? " " Weel, they're awa', 
Needless noo to greet aboot them, 
Gk>d kens hoo I lo'ed them a', 
Still, IVe learned to leeve withoot them. 

" Oh, my weans ! jist far ower sweet 
For this sinfu' worP seemin'. 
Five jist trottin' on their feet, 

Th' ither five maist men an' women. 

'' Grief writes wrinkles on the broo. 
But it maks the heart grow saf ter ; 
What we dinna ken the noo, 
'HI be a' made plain hereafter. 

<< Life's a schule, an' we're but weans, 
Sweer't to learn, an' gae comstairie, 
Unco keen to gang oorlanes. 
E'en tho' starless grows the carie. 

^' Then the Maister brings the rod, 
Sair an' bitterly it bites us. 
But it brings us back to God, 
Till we kiss the han' that smites us, — 

" Comin', John ! — He's geyan dune, 
Oot o' sicht he canna bide me ; 
Weel, guid-day ! for I maun rin, 
God Himsel' reward an' guide ye." 
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I'M GETTIN' AULD AN' CRANKBY. 

The ither mom my heart played stoun, 

As in the glass I keekit, 
To see my held, a' roun an' roun, 

Wi* silvery grey hairs streakit ; 
Wi' lines fast deep'nin' roun' my mouth, 

An' jaws a wee thoucht lankey. 
Thinks I : I maun confess the truth, 

I'm gettin' auld an' crankey ! 

To ither signs I'm no jist blin', — 

Through warnings I hae gotten, — 
Fm mair inclined for roomy shoon, 

I'm no sae fond o' trottin', 
Nor jumpin' dykes, nor speelin' heichts, 

As souple as a Yankee, — 
That's a' left noo for crouser wichts, 

I'm gettin' auld an' crankey ! 

Gkine are the thouchtless pranks o' youth, 

I've turned extror'nar sober, 
For nonsense I maun e'en hae truth, 

My June has grown October ; 
For music I had ance a lug. 

And sung as sweet as Sankey, 
Noo, croichlin' like a roopit speug, 

I'm gettin' auld an' crankey ! 

The warm bluid disna gallop noo 

Sae fast along life's channels, 
My vera claes hae changed their hue, 

I've ta'en to wearin' flannels. 
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Me gang a twenty-five mile walk ! 

Ah no, my foien' ! I thank ye ! 
I'm jist as different'* cheese frae chalk, 

Pm gettin' aiild an'crankey ! 

Nae doubt the worrs jist as bricht 

As when I was a callin', 
While stamiesy warm wi' kindly licht, 

The heavens owerheid are fillin' ; 
Bat then the sun's aye wearin' wast, 

An' oh, but Time grows swankey ! 
The lang twal'oor o' life is past, 

I'm gettin' auld an' crankey ! 

Whisht ! (a sweet voice cam' in atween) 

Man, what's the guid o' whinin' ? 
The darkest gloamin'-cloud e'er seen, 

Had aye a siller linin' ; 
Te'r hale an' weel, ye'r naether wae. 

Nor lang, nor lean, nor lankey, 
Tho' twa-three hairs are growin' grey. 

Don't think ye'r auld an' crankey ! 



AMONG THE FLOW'RS. 

I'm sittin' among the flow'rs laddie. 

Among the bonny flow'rs, 
That we planted 'neath the gairden wa,' 
Whan the dews o' spring began to fa' 
I' the length'ning gloamin' oors. 
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The flow'rs are bloomin' fair laddie, 

Bonny an' fresh an' fair. 
They lauch an' nod to the passin' breeze, 
As it whispers laich 'mong the apple trees 

That blossom in beauty there. 

The lily an' rose are fair laddie, 

Snawy an' fair an' full, 
But my cheek is pale as the lily bud, 
While hot an' feverish is my blood 

As I walk in the gairden cool. 



Will I never see you again laddie 

Ever see you again ? — 
An' sit wi' you at the gloamin' fa', 
'Mong the flow'rs in the shade o' the gairden wa^ 

Before that I am gane ? 

The sea is deep and braid laddie, 

Oh ! never sae deep an' wide 
But the holy love I gave to thee. 
Was braider far than the braidest sea, 

An' deep as the deepest tide. 

I ken it 'ill no be lang laddie, 

I ken it canna' be lang. 
Till I see what mortal e'en ne'er saw, 
In the Ian' where the flow'rs o' love aye blaw, 

An' the heart ne'er kens a pang. 

Fareweel t But think o' me laddie. 

Oh ! wilt thou think on me % 
Whose love for thee shall last for aye. 
Whose sairest pang in passin' away 

Is the pang o' leavin' thee. 



LAYS OF LOVE. 



-.0:- 



SONG— CRAIG-AN-CONNOR. 

Ken ye where the wild bird sings, 

Liltin' loud in a' its glory, 
Where the croodlin' cushat flings 

Echoes thro' the plantin' hoary ? 
Ken ye where the dewy flowers 

A' their sweetest perfumes scatter, 
Where the sun in gowden hours 

Skinkles clear in Cessnock water ? 

Oh ! the bonnie Cessnock braes. 
The wild, the witching, woody braes. 
The sweet, the scented, silvan braes, 
Ower by Craig-an-Connor. 

In the gloamin' doun the glen 

Sings the milkmaid to her lover, 
Weel she kens the mossy den 

In the shade of wild- wood cover. 
There he waits beside the stream 

Who is busy courtin' at her ; 
Oh ! how sweet to dream loves dream 

On the banks o' Cessnock water. 

Oh! the bonnie Cessnock braes, &o. 
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On the rock the rowan tree, 

Wavin' sheds her scarlet berries ; 
In the shade of hawthorn free, 

There the bonnie wild flower tarries. 
Up the hill and doun the bum 

A' the charms o' Nature mingle. 
Where the waves, wi' mony a turn, 

Wind thro' Cessnock's rocky dingle. 

Oh ! the bonnie Oessnock braes, &o. 



SONG— BANKS O' THE BURNAWN. 

When the heather bells are wat wi' dew 

On the brow o' Gallilaw, 
And the lanely owl goes forth to woo 

It's mate, in the leafy shaw. 
When the sun has lit the lamp of night, 

And the stars begin to dawn, 
Then meet me, love, in the elfin grove, 
Oh meet me love, and we'll fondly rove, 

On the banks o' the sweet Bumawn. 

Where the waters gush frae the holy well 

And ripple in song away. 
Where the primrose sleeps in the fairy dell, 

Where blossoms the hawthorn spray. 
Where the wild dog-rose, an' the sweet woodbine. 

Bloom bonny on ilka han'. 
We will meet in the dear familiar grove. 
And dream again youth's dream of love, 

On the banks o' the sweet Bumawn. 
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SONG— TO MARIA. 

Yestreen as I wandered alane by the Tweed, 
When Baft on its bosom the munelicht did fa*, 

And the stars i' the lift skinkled clearly owerheid. 
Like gems i' the roof o' some fairy-built ha', 

I thoucht on the time in a far distant Ian' 
Among warm-hearted frien's, oh, sae canny and leal ! 

When I stole in the gloamin' to meet on the stran' 
Wi' Maria, the dear girl that lo'ed me sae weel. 

She was fairer to me than the rose newly bom. 
Oh ! sweet were the bonny love sangs she could sing, 

And her love was as pure as the dew o' the mom 
Distilled in the first tender bud o' the spring. 

But it wasna the links o' her bricht gowden hair 
Though fa'in' on shoothers mair pure than the snaw. 

But the warm kindly love o' her heart, that was there. 
Was dearer, an' fairer, an' sweeter than a' ! 

Her smile had a glint o' the sunlicht o' heaven. 
Her voice cam' like music borne far ower the sea, 

The vision was lovely, but oh ! it was given 
To gleam but a wee while, then vanish an' dee. 

For Maria walks not by the banks o' the Tweed, 
The last lingerin' kiss an' the fareweel are o'er, 

But though lowly her country, and alien her creed. 
Her memory's enshrined 'mong the sweet things of yore. 
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SONG— GIRL WITH THE GOLDEN HAIR. 

GntL with the golden hair ! 

Maid with the eye of blue ! 
Fairest of earth's most fair t 

Truest of earth's most true ! 
Meek as the meek-eyed dove 1 

Pure as the white-winged snow t 
What shall I call thee, Love, 

That my love thou mayest know ? 

Sun of my sunless soul, 

Light of my tear-dimmed eye, 
Moon, when my night-hours roll, 

Star of my starless sky, — 
Fair is the primrose lawn. 

Bright is the silver sea, 
Gk)lden the summer dawn 

But what art <^ou to me 



Thou art my song by day. 

Thou art my night-noon dream, 
Ever, wherever I stray 

Thou art my constant theme. 
Earth were a wild dark waste. 

Only for thee its flower. 
Come to my love-lorn breast, 

Mine ! to life's latest hour ! 
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SONG— THE SUN IS SET. 

Tegb sun is set, the vesper star is shining, 
The balmy dew lies thick on flower and tree, 

While on the banks of Clyde alone reclining, 
In the calm eve my love, I think of thee. 

In cottage homes, and halls with grandeur laden 
Full many a heart now beats with love and glee, 

While mine, responsive to thine own, sweet maiden. 
Flows out in silent thoughts of love to thee. 

Thine image haunts me when the winds are roaming. 

At early mom across the scented lea. 
Or when descends the tranquil summer gloaming. 

Bathed in pure moonlight, love, I think of thee. 

I hear thy voice soft trembling with emotion. 
My arms are round thee, thy dark eyes I see, 

I clasp thee to my heart in warm devotion, 
And tell, 'mid kisses, all my love to thee. 

As turns the needle to the pole-star ever, 
As swallows homeward skim across the sea, 

As onward to the ocean winds each river. 
So wander all affection's springs to thee. 

Would thou wert here, my darling, I am lonely I 
Say wUt thou nightly on thy bended knee. 

Send loving thoughts to one who loves thee only, 
And breathe a prayer for him who prays for thee ? 
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GIVE BACK THE MNG. 

GivB back the ring, the golden ring 

I gave thee as a parting token, 
Thy love has ta'en a wayward wing, 

And all thy cherished vows are broken — 

Fare thee well ! 

Give back the lock of raven hair , 
And we in silence then shall sever ! 

Gk> ! find another love ! — I'll tear 
Thine image from my heart for ever, 

Fare thee well ! 

Give back the ring ! I did but dream, — 
Oh ! dreary hour when I did waken ! 

No longer shone Hope's cheering beam, 
For thou wert false, and I — forsaken I 

Fare thee well ! 

Give back the ring !— oh, would that thou 
Could'st but restore the heart's lost jewel, 

The peace of mind, the tranquil brow, 
Which once were mine, — thou hast been cruel. 

Fare thee well ! 



THE GntL OF THE VALE. 

(-4 refminiic&m^ oflre^/ind.) 

Away down in the depths of a green sunny vale. 
Where the smoke of the city ne'er poisons the gale, 
There stands a neat cot on the edge of a grove, 
'Tis the home of the beautiful girl that I love ! 
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Oh ! well I remember that bright afternoon, 
I had travelled all day 'neath the hot sun of June, 
I came to her cottage door thirsty and tired, 
To ask for some water, — 'twas all I required. 

*' Gome in," she replied, with a beautiful smile, — 
*< Come in, if you care sir, and rest for a while. 
My father and mother are both gone to town. 
But you'r welcome to rest, so, come in and sit down." 

I sat down and talked of the beautiful day. 
Of how far I had come, and the rest of the way, 
I praised the neat cottage, and spoke of her flowers. 
Till moments and minutes increased into hours. 

Oh ! sweet on the table the food kindly spread I 
And swiftly, too swiftly the glad moments fled. 
Till the clouds in the west turned to crimson and gold, 
And the bright stars of eve in the firmament rolled. 

She was fair as the lily that grows by the spring. 
Hair glossy and black as the dark raven's wing, 
Eyes dreamy, yet bright, as the clear Autumn moon. 
And cheeks like the rosebud that blossoms in June. 

She showed me her books, told me many a tale. 
Of queer folk that one time had lived in the vale. 
Strange stories, that oft she had heard by the light 
Of a glimmering fire, on a dark winter night. 

« 
'Twere vain to reveal every beautiful word. 

Every thought she expressed, every feeling she stirred. 

Every glance of her eye, every wish of my heart, — 

Till, the old folks came home, then I rose to depart. — 
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With gailelesB simplicity (feeling divine !) 
She gave me her hand, yes ! it trembled in mine ! 
" Good bye ! " rather sadly I faltered, ** but wait, 
You had better come with me and open the gate " 

Sweet tree at the gate ! ever sacred to love I 

With the dew on the flowers, and the moonlight above, 

In syllables burning I breathed out my tale 

To that beautiful maiden that lived in the vale. 

And there in the light of the still watchful moon, 
She gazed in my face and said : ' ' Gome again soon ! " 
The wind heard the answer, the wind marked the sigh, 
And the sweet kiss of love as we faltered : *' Grood-bye ! '^ 

Oh^ fair is that valley, and green is that spot. 
And dear to my eye is that neat little cot. 
Where many a time since that evening in June 
I've stood by that tree in the light of the moon I 



SONG. 

There's a sweet little river runs flashing with glee, 
From the heather clad hills to its home in the sea, 
On its banks, oh ! how often I've musingly strayed 
In the glory of noon, or the eve's quiet shade. 

There's a sweet little cottage stands close to a mill, 
Surrounded by river, and woodland, and hill. 
The haunt of the wild bird^ the bee, and the flower, 
Where love sings her bright song, and peace has her bower. 
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There's a sweet little girl, tho' her name I wont tell. 
But she lives in that cot by the stream in that dell, 
And tho' years like that river should ceaselessly roll, 
Her memory still fragrant, shall live in my soul. 

Sweet maid ! may no sorrow thy pathway enshroud ! 
May thy bright sky of peace be undimmed by a cloud 1 
Till that eve when the garments of time are laid by, 
And you wake 'mid the love and the glory on high. 



THE SONG I LOVE. 

Oh, sing me a song to-night ! 

For the clouds have passed away. 
And the stars of evening bright 

Are reflected in the bay, 
See how the amorous tide 

Heaves to the moon above ! 
Then strike the keys, sit close to my side 

And sing me the song I love. 
Sing it again, 
The dear old strain, 

The beautiful song I love. 

Oh ! dear to me are books. 

And the fellowship of men. 
And hills, and vales, and brooks. 

With the woodland, and the glen. 

But I'd rather see those eyes 

Oh ! bright as the stars above, 

O 
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Then strike the keys, for the eyening flies. 
And sing me the song I love. 
Sing it again, 
The dear old strain. 
The beautiful song I love. 

It is not a song of war, 

And the glory of renown, 
Nor of wondrous lands afar, 

Nor of ocean's stormy frown, 
It is not in praise of Art, 

Nor of stars that gleam above. 
Oh ! give me the throb of a faithful heart 

In a simple song of love ! 
Sing it again. 
The dear old strain, 

The beautiful song I love. 



SONG— OUR LAND FOR EVERMORE. 

O BONinr sings the laverock wild 

Through green Killamey's shades, 
And sweet descends the gloamin' mild 

In England's southern glades. 
But dearer still each heather hill. 

On Oaledonia's shore^ 
Her rowin* fluds, her wavin* wuds. 

Her valleys, we adore, 

Then join the sang. 
Come join the sang, 

Our land for evermore ! 
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IVe happy been fou mony an 'oor 

By far-off-windin* rill, 
I lo'e the Bangs o' Tammy Moore, 

An' southern bards, but still 
My heart aye turns to Kobin Bums, 

Auld Scotland's bard of yore, 
He sang oor loves, oor native groves, 

Oor green auld Heilans hoar, 
Then join the sang, 
Come join the sang, 

Our land for evermore ! 



Dear Scotia ! cauld shall rin my blud. 

Oh ! dim shall be my e*e, 
Ere I forget the f rien's I've met, 

Or cease to think o' thee, — 
The hamely joys o' auld lang syne. 

The faithfu* hearts o' yore, 
Thy wild- wood dens, thy rocky glens. 

The waves that wash thy shore, — 
Then join the sang, 
Come join the sang, 

Our land for evermore ! 



SONG— THE MUSIC OF THE OAR. 

To the boat my boys, hurrah ! 

Let us spread the snowy sail 1 
And we'll swiftly float away 

Like a bird before the gale, 



2 1 2 Stewart's Poems. 

And as we bonnd along 

With spirits light and free, 
We will sing a merry song 

Of the glories of the sea. 

Then away, away, away ! 

Let us paddle from the shore I 
And we'll dance across the bay 

To the music of the oar. 

Oh ! I love the sparkling rills 

As they wind among the braes. 
And I love the heathy hills 

Where the plaided shepherd strays, 
But aha ! for the bounding sea ! 

The spray and the laughing tide ! 
With the land upon our lee 

And the sea-gull for our guide ! 

Then away ! away ! away ! 
Let us paddle from the shore, 
And we'll dance across the bay. 
To the music of the oar. 



TO BURNS. 

Written for Galston Burns' Club, 26th January 1878. 

Oh I many a social band to-night, 

Is gathered round the festive board ; 
Each eye reflects the cheerful light, 

Each heart responds to memory's chord ; 
From every lip there breathes a name, 

To which affection fondly turns : 
The first on Scotland's roll of fame ; 

Old Goila's minstrel, Bobin Bums. 
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We blend our voices with the streams 

Which wander 'mong our leafy braes, 
For every spot he loved now seems 

To speak of him and sing his praise : 
Where Nith and Lugar onward croon, 

Where flows in peace the winding Ayr, 
Where spread the banks o' bonny Doon, 

His spirit seems to wander there. 

Oh, Bums ! though o'er thy silent bed 

The frosty winds of Winter sigh, 
Though dead — ^But no ! thou art not dead, 

For what is deathless cannot die ! 
The products of thy wondrous mind 

Still breathe and bum in every part, 
Thy hallowed memory lives enshrined 

In every faithful Scottish heart. 

Thy songs of Love, how sweet they fall 

Like dewdrops on the fainting flower, 
Even age by thee would fain recall 

Sweet feelings of an earlier hour. 
Which vjbfwrard in the bosom leap 

Like Kindlings of a smouldering flre ; 
Alternately we laugh and weep. 

As thy swift fingers touch the lyre. 

Loved Scotia's Bard ! — may son and sire. 

Possess (with other gifts beside) 
Thy fervent patriotic fire, 

Thy manly independent pride ; 
This night again thy name we breathe, 

To thee the star of memory turns. 
For thee we twine the fadeless wreath. 

And pledge thy memory Robert Bums. 
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JAMES GEMMELL, GEORGE IV. BRIDGE, EDINBURGH. 

Begg (James, D.D.), Memoirs of, Minister of 

Newington Free Church, Edinburgh, by Thomas Smith, 
D.D., Professor of Eva'ngelistic Theology, New College, Edin- 
burgh. With Portraits and view of Dr. Begg's Birthplace, 
etc. 2 vols. 8vo, 15/. 

" Will be read with keen interest and enjoyment." — Daily Rbviibw. 

"The book will be eagerly read by the admirers of this polemical 

worthy."— The Bookseller. 

"The volume is a most interesting production, and one which is certain to 
command a wide circulation." — Glasgow News. 

" To say that this volume is full of interest is little in praise of what bids fair 
to be a most elaborate and important work." — Protestant Times. 

" The charm of the volume will be found in the racy sketches Dr Begg gives of 
the old ministers whom he knew, whose very names are now passing out of re- 
membrance." — Ayr Advertiser. 

" The volume is exceediugly entertaining, it cannot fail to afford much 

gratification to all classes of readers."— Irish Christian Advocate. 

"This volume will be popular with Scotch people everywhere." — Liverpool 
Mercury. 

Holiday Papers : Teetotalism. By the Rev. 

James Maltman. Demy 8vo, 650 pp., price 12/. 
" Not an advocate of total abstinence. He writes on the other side of the 
question. His papers, the sturdy controversial spirit of which makes them very 
interesting to read, attack with vigour the position taken up by religious writers 
who decry strong drink as a curse. They maintain, with a good sense such as is 
too seldom brought to the service of the discussion of their subject, that drink 
has good effects as well as bad, and that there is no sound argument that can be 
advanced against a moderate indulgence in liquor. Mr. Maltman draws from a 
large stock of theological and Scriptural learning the conclusion that a Church 
which boasts adherence to the principle of teetotalism discredits the Gospel ; and 
much of his work is occupied in meeting the arguments drawn from the Bible in 
favour of abstinence."— Scotsman. 

South African Traitg. By Rev. James Mac- 
Kinnon, Edinburgh. Demy Svo, cloth, 7/6. 

" One of the most pleasant books on Cape Colony life and character which 

has appeared for a long time His style is fresh and buoyant; he is 

able to enter heartily into the feelings and views of the phlegmatic Dutch 
settlers as well as into the spirit of the more impatient and pushing British 
element in the population. His pictures of Academic life of the Cape at 
Stellenbosch, 'the Athens of South Africa,' as it is grandiosely called; ol 
' picnicking and lovemaking ' on the shores of False Bay ; of trips across the 
Karoo and into the Drakenstein Mountains ; of Boer and native life and 
character in the interior, are written with great humour, sympathy, and 
brightness. There are also historical sketches of the trials and fortunes of 
the French Huguenot and Dutch Reformed Church, of various South African 
missions and of the Transvaal and Zulu wars. He shows us the country from 
many sides and under many lights ; and it may be said that there is hardly 
a dull sentence or an ill-natured or narrow-minded sentiment in the whole 
book." —Scotsman. 

" Pleasantly written."— Glasgow Herald. 

FvMer Lists sent free on application. Catalogues of New and 
Second-hand Books in all departments of literature, gratis. 
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